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1990 
The wind blew hot and blustery outside, but inside the recording studio it was cool and dark, just how Nick liked 
it. He folded his arms, poured his weight onto one hip, appraising Blixa on the other side of the studio glass. 


Mick had finally stepped out, leaving him to supervise Blixa's vocal. 


"How was that?" Blixa asked into the mic, then bent down to study the music chart through dark purple 
shades. 


Nick didn't say anything; he just watched. 


Today, he'd decided to give in to a certain dark desire that had been plaguing him, a hunger creeping in his 


blood ever since he met that skinny, beautifully ravaged genius of a man called Blixa. 
Bilxa looked up. "Mick, are you there?" 


Nope... We're alone.. Nick smiled to himself, leaned in to press the intercom. " That's perfect, Blixa," he said in 


his most deep, commanding voice, knowing it was feeding straight into Blixa's ears. 


"Let's take a break," Nick added, enjoying the slight look of confusion on Blixa's face, saying: What is up with 
Nick? 


"| can go longer," Blixa said. 
go long 


"-we're done for now," Nick said, releasing his finger from the intercom. He peeked around the door and said. "l 


have to show you something. Will you follow me?" 
Nick appeared, hooked a finger as if to pull Blixa after him, and headed to the mens room. 


Blixa cocked his head. What the fuck? But he followed, ignoring the oddness of the request, and still trying to 


ignore everything else. 


The link between the two men had always been strong, undeniable. Some secret knowledge had been pricking at 
the back of Blixa's mind. Nick was up to something. He hadn't been himself all day... and now this!? Blixa pushed 
the odd feeling away. If Nick wanted to talk in the mens room, they'd talk in the mens room. 


Blixa entered to find Nick standing before the mirror, running fingers through his glossy black hair. Dressed in 
tight dark pants and a loose button up shirt, he cut a fine silhouette against the starkness of the room. 


It was rare, but Blixa was struck by Nick's appearance. Nick was an extraordinarily striking man. It was a 
matter of fact. But Blixa enjoyed a certain knowledge of his own feline elegance, and that was a type of armor 


against getting infatuated with another beautiful human being. 


But oh Nick .. Nick. he had a loud confidence-he fucking owned his good looks. The bastard was drop dead sexy 


and so talented! The man knew how to write a fucking song, the swaggering peacock! 


Nick turned, offering his most snarky grin. Earlier, he'd recorded a grimy and darkly powerful vocal to the 


Hammer Song; It was obvious he was still high off his performance. 


"So, why the stopping in the middle?" Blixa asked, walking up to the mirror to take off his glasses and examine 
them under the light. 


Nick didn't answer. He only walked around behind Blixa, giving a passing squeeze of the shoulder as he went, 


Nick locked the door to the bathroom. 


What the fuck? Blixa forgot all about his glasses, watching Nick in a sidelong glance. 


Realization hit with sudden, perfect clarity. Nick's odd behavior, that look on his face, the thing that had been 
nagging him all morning.. Nick was acting like a predator and Blixa was the prey. 


Nick stalked up silently behind him. "I need something..." Nick said in his gentle baritone. Seeing Blixa, caught off 
guard, grown slightly stiff was already driving Nick mad with desire. 


"You need something .. are you hungry for lunch?" Blixa asked, flustered by the way Nick was looking at him. 
He felt the Australian man's gaze bare into him as he circled back around. 

Blixa turned his head, keeping Nick in his sight. He replaced his glasses, intending to turn around, but it was too 
late. Nick caught Blixa from behind in a rough embrace, one arm around the torso, the other around his neck, 


the slight pressure on his throat saying: | mean business. 


"lim in the mood for German," Nick said, leaning hard on the other man, asserting dominance, breathing deep of 
the other man's smell, the object of his desire. 


"Get off-" Blixa struggled to break away, initially repulsed by Nick's bluntness. He grabbed Nick's forearm 
trying to loosen it from his neck, but Nick anticipated this and jerked Blixa back, knocking him off balance. 


Blixa's glasses fell to the floor and skidded under the sink 


"Damn it!" Blixa said. He liked those glasses. 


the Blixa's neck. "Why can't it be like before?" 


"BEFORE!?" Blixa shouted. "NO FUCKING WAY!" Harnessing his adrenaline, Blixa broke free, but Nick lept, ready, 
catching him and jerking him back once again. A quick scuffle resulted in Nick blocking Blixa's path to the door. 


They faced off, neither man ready to back down, 


"You son of a bitch!" Blixa cursed under his breath, breathing hard. He finally saw the scope of his problem. He 


had a horney, arrogant bastard on his tail. There was going to be no easy way out. 


In the old days, on tour, there had been confused, drunken nights where Blixa had woken, half dresses, spooned 


in Nick's arms, both men giving in to sexual frustrations. But it was never spoken of. It was never brought to 
light. There was an understanding .. only during the safe, altered reality of touring... when you could blame 
anything and everything on partying was it okay. What Nick wanted now, this was different, this crossed some 


serious lines. 
No fucking way, Blixa decided. 


Facing the taller man, ready to charge, make a run for it. If Nick wanted him, he was going to have to fight 
him, and Blixa wasn't going down easy. He'd been cornered before in his life, back in Berlin A cornered man can 


be a dangerous man. 


Nick's body heaved with excitement, ready for action, wanting action God, anything would be better than this 


constant aching, desiring. "Come one, Blixa. No one has to know." 
"FUCK YOU!" Blixa spat, trying a few false lunges, but Nick wasn't moving. 


"Is it really all that bad .. you hurt my vanity," Nick said taking a step forward. Nick smiled at his friend, he 
didn't want to hurt him. He hoped a playful tactic might work better. 


It wasn't all bad, Blixa reasoned. Nick was a goddamn genius. His confidence and swagger had brought the band 
the sweet taste of success. Blixa realized with sudden anger, Nick had been responsible for the fine things he 
now enjoyed, not to mention the extra body fat on his once-scrawny frame. Neubauten never maked that kind 


of money ... Blixa thought bitterly, his anger returning. He made a charge for the door, screaming, "Let me 


OUT!" 


But Nick caught him, laughing as the shorter man thrashed about in his arms, pulling this way and that, only 
to be caught by the wrist by Nick, just like a bitch, yanking and twisting his arm behind his back until Blixa 


cried out in pain. 


"Okay - okaaaaay!" Tears flooded Blixa's eyes, stunned by Nick's strength and the violent extent he was willing 
to go to get what he wanted. Fucking Nick, he was never denied. 


Nick moved him, forced him over the cold hard surface of the sink and whispered in his ear, "I don't want to 
hurt you. Now if you don't knock it off, the guys will hear. They will be back any minute now. " Nick planted a 
tender kisses on the base of his neck. Blixa was near losing it. Everything slowed down and distorted. 

Pain seared up his arm from an old wound.. and then softness. Nick was kissing his neck, sending sparked of 
arousal. He squeezed his eyes shut, feeling the beginning of his surrender. Blixa moaned, letting his head fall 
back on Nick's shoulder and was rewarded with a kiss under his earlobe. 


"Are you going to stop fighting?" Nick crooned into his ear. 


Blixa swallowed, hating the sting of defeat. He nodded his head, yes. 


Nick released Blixa's arm, releasing the pain, bringing it carefully around, wrapping him in an embrace, so 
tender. 


Surrender felt nice, Blixa though. 


For a moment, Nick just held him, attuning their bodies to each other. Ok, Blixa thought, if this is going to 
happen, | might as well enjoy it. He exposed more of his neck to Nick, moving his body up against the taller man 
and was met with more of Nick's mouth latching onto his throat, sucking softly. Goddamnit, the mother 


fucker's going to mark me! 


The conflict had set both men alight. Nick's warm wet mouth felt incredible. He was sucking hard, breaking 
blood vessels in the delicate skin, before popping off and looking at what he'd done with pride. 


Mine... all mine.. Nick thought with triumph. Now to complete this. 


Nick nudged Blixa's legs apart. Blixa felt decidedly weak. "Just relax, | have you," Nick whispered, easing his prize 
over the sink, holding the man with one arm while undoing his pants with the other. There was no fight in him. 


Blixa closed his eyes, slightly ashamed at how fast he had given in. Maybe | did want it. 
The cold air on his backside brought back some fear. What if the guys find out? 
But Nick had already pulled out his hard dick and was spitting onto his hand, ready to take what he wanted. 


Fuck. There was no time to think about this, was Blixa's last thought before Nick pushed himself in hard, 


unable to hold back his desire another second. 


It was one this to do this while drunk and loose... but while sober!? in the middle of the day!!! that shit hurt. 
Blixa's whole body jerked from pain. "SCH-EEIII-IIISSE"! Blixa hissed, scrabbling against the sink, but there was no 
getting away. Nick's full weight had descended on him. Then there was warmth, and it felt a little better. 


Nick let out a loud moan as pleasure exploded inside. "Ahh, Ahhh, never .. felt ... it so fucking goodl" Nick drove 
himself in deep, reaching for the deepest part of Blixa, then slowly out, then in, then out.his thoughts melting 
into an oblivion of pleasure. Of all the many times he'd imagined doing this sober.. Nothing could fucking 


compare. 


Almost immediately, Nick felt the hot gooey fire of climax gathering inside. I'm gonna give it all to him.. My 
mate, MINE!!! He gave him a hard jerk and then cum came rocketing up and into the dark bliss of Blixa's body. 


Nick came too, his head rested against his beautiful prey, quite sprawled over the sink The man was deathly 
quiet. No, he was breathing. He made a small whimper as Nick pulled out. 


The blood on his dick struck him hard. Fuck. No. He quickly whipped it and placed a warm hand on Blixa's back 


"Hey..." Nick leaned in, pulling his mate up off the sink The German man obeyed but kept his head down. Nick 
looked at him in the mirror but couldn't see his eyes. Fuck, Please don't be crying.. Nick thought suddenly filling 
with a flood of tenderness and self-loathing. 

"You okay?" 

Blixa jerked away. 

Ultimate humiliation. What had started off as pleasurable quickly had turned violent, the pain was unimaginable. 
He was shaking, he realized, Nick had torn him good. He looked up at his own reflection, ignoring the tall brute 
just over his shoulder. 

He sent one hand through his hair and wiped his eyes. Let him see what he's done! Then he pulled up his pants, 
pushing away Nick's help. Just beyond the door, voices were calling. Then Mick was trying the handle and 
knocking. "Guys hey.. what are you doing?" 

"Be right there!" Nick thundered. 

Blixa washed his face and patted it dry, still ignoring Nick. 


"So what .. are you gonna go silent on me now, like a bitch?" Nick asked, but Blixa was looking in the mirror, 


fixing his hair. When he was satisfied, he unlocked the door and walked out and left the recording session early. 
~Next Day~ 

"Where the hell is Blixa?" Mick demanded from the control room, deeply annoyed when his colleagues acted so 

unprofessional. He reached for the phone only to have Nick stand up and say, "Don't. I'm gonna go get him" He 

lit a cigarette and headed out the door. 

"What is this shit!" Mick demanded, but Nick was already gone. 

* 

Nick let himself into Blixa's studio. 

Shouldn't have lent me a key, Nick thought mischievously to himself. 

Inside, the shower was running full blast. 


Images of Blixa nude under hot water was turning him on. Maybe I'll surprise him.. 


No! NO..you brute..there will be plenty of time for that.. Nick shook his head, trying to free himself of those 


thoughts. He looked around at the utilitarian minimalist space..this was so Blixa. 


Might as well make yourself comfortable, Nick thought, seating himself down in the only chair—Blixa's chair. 
Again he felt the stirring in his loins for the man in the shower, my man, my mate, he thought as he waited, 


tempted to pull out his dick right there and start stroking it. 


When the water shut off, Nick sat up, eager and a bit nervous. He hoped Blixa was not too mad at him. He 
hadn't meant to be so forceful, it just happened. If Blixa had not been so ... fuck! 


Nick wanted to start in on the good stuff... maybe, they could even.. before going back to the studio. 


Blixa came out wrapped in a white towel and stopped cold, his pulse quickened at the site of Nick in his chair, 
comfortable, .. just like he owned the fucking place. 


"What do you want?" Blixa asked, turning away to dry his hair. 
"You weren't in the studio. Mick sent me," Nick said, trying for a lite tone. 


‘lm not coming in. Get out" Blixa walked around to the window, making sure none of the guys were outside, 
watching. The street was empty. 


"Noooo, come on, mate?" Nick said in that infuriating moan of his. 
"Excuse me while | get dressed," Blixa said, taking some clothes off the rake he headed back to the bathroom. 


"Wait!" Nick boomed. It pained him to see Blixa acting so cold towards him. He was determined to start over. 
Blixa stopped, in front of the bathroom door. That was a good sign. Nick searched for exactly the right words 
~ this always went much smoother in his fantasies, but standing in front of Blixa, he felt.. inadequate... but 
maybe that was the pull.. Blixa challenged him when so few others did. 


"Blixa, | didn't mean to handle you so .. harshly." Nick rose up, wanting to embrace the man, hold him tenderly, 
but not like yesterday but like real lovers. This man was now his mate whom he loved so dearly, on every 
level. If only he would allow Nick to kiss and hold him, before.. before..well, Nick got .. careless. Never again, he 
promised himself. 


Blixa's sudden burst of rage was unexpected. "YOU HUMILIATE ME.. NOW YOU WANT FORGIVENESS, NICK.. FUCK 
Noll?e" 


Nick froze, terrified at seeing Blixa so upset. Nick was always messing up relationships. If this one was 
permanently damaged, he would never forgive himself. 


"YOU ALWAYS WANT LIFE YOUR WAY, NICK.. YOU ARE SUCH AN ASSHOLE.. SO SELFISH .. WHEN WILL YOU 
LEARNI?" Blixa roared, stumbling over his English, pissed off, but enjoying the agony on Nick's face. 


Nick crumbled, his face falling, looking truly terrorized. 


That will show him! Blixa thought and was amazed at the sexual response in himself watching Nick in pain like 


that. Served him right. Nick never knew suffering as | have. 


"YOU NEVER KNEW SUFFERING LIKE | HAVE!" 


Amazingly, Nick felt Blixa's fingers in his hair, smoothing it back. Nick looked up, amazed to find Blixa smiling. 
"Now now," Blixa said as though speaking to a child. "Nick, you just have to learn to be gentle is all” 
"| can be gentle..| can teach me?" 


Blixa unwrapped the towel, letting it fall to the floor. Nick immediately took Blixa's erection into his mouth with 
both hands, lovingly sucking with all the passion he could muster. 


"Yes, slobber on my head!" Blixa said, mocking the lyrics to a song Nick had been tooling with, a reimagining of 
Stagger Lee. 


Blixa's eyes rolled back in his head. It was an incredible turn on to hold Nick's head in his hands, guiding his 


mouth up and down his cock. 


When the pleasure slackened slightly, Blixa looked down.. I'm not above vanity myself my beautiful Nick. Blixa 
thought, and other such loving words in a mish-mash of English and German. Yes, Nick, you have some rough 


edges, but it's nothing we can't smooth, Liebling. 


Blixa tipped his head back again in ecstasy. The image of Nick Cave on his knees with a mouth full of cock was 


just too much. 


My God, his cock is like silk!!! Nick thought as he brought as much of his lover's flesh into his mouth as 
possible. With each thrust, Blixa was testing the border of Nick's choking reflex. 


"| want all of my cock in your throat..." Blixa said in that low, smoky voice of his that made Nick weak with 
desire. "Take more of me, Nick" 


Blixa's breath was coming in loud hisses. His climax was rising and he intended to deposit the entire load down 
Nick's throat in one hard shot. That would make up for yesterday.. he thought, sinking both hands into that 


black hair, messing it up just for fun. 


Nick worked it hard.no doubt about it, but he couldn't take the entire length. Blixa discovered his limit was a 


good two inches short of the base, though he was impressed. Nick is an overachiever. | will teach him to take 


it all. 
Then Nick pulled his mouth away, fisting his cock so he could catch his breath. 


"Don't stop, you idiot.. | was about to come," Blixa lied, sincerely annoyed at Nick's timing. He could be so 


infuriating. 
"Why are you getting up, Nick?" 


The taller man rose up, wiping his mouth on his wrist. He stared at the shorter man. Blixa's hair was still wet 


from the shower. He felt a cold shiver run through him. 


"What's the big idea?" Blixa said, suddenly not liking the contrast of him being naked and Nick still being dressed. 
Blixa took his own cock in one hand, protectively cupped his balls in the other. A self-preservation instinct he 
could not fully control. What was Nick going to do? But Nick simply came up and cupped Blixa's head in his long 
white fingers and kissed him tenderly. 


The kiss lasted longer than Nick intended, but once he had access to the inside of Blixa's mouth, it was too 


arousing to give up. 


Nick pulled away, looking deep into Blixa's eyes, the hormones of love softening his gaze. "| want you in bed." 


Nick said in a near whisper. 
Blixa stiffened, remembering the other day. He wasn't sure he could handle sex with Nick again just yet... a few 
days of healing was in order. Nick seemed to read his mind. Kissed him on the cheek and said in his ear, "I want 


you in side me.. Blixa." 


Nick shed his clothes and both men slid into bed. The crisp white sheets felt divine. What fun it was to blow 
off a day of work. 


"Tell me," Nick asked,"You never thought about it?" 
Blixa smiled, his mate needed constant confirmation, it seemed. 


| have," the German man admitted, caressing the side of Nick's face. He knew he would have to constantly 


prove his devotion if their affair was to run smoothly. 


He could see in Nick's eyes that haunting uncertainty. He saw it when they were making music together, Nick 
always turning to Blixa for support 


He grabbed Nick's around the neck, kissing him deeply, forcing him to his back For the moment, he was happy 


to oblige his new mate. 


"Now, you said it was my turn to drill you?" Blixa said with his usual bluntness. 

"Yes .. just, please be gentle," Nick said in his moaning voice. 

"What, be gentle? Oh, ok.. because your asshole is special and mine is not," Blixa teased, his erection growing 
rock hard in anticipation. The way Nick was looking up at him, all helpless and horny, it could not have been 
more enticing. And to think of all the mind games | gonna play with you, Nick, Blixa thought as he bent down to 
kiss and nibble on the Australian man's neck 


Nick whimpered loudly, responding as Blixa manipulated into a submissive position. 


"My turn," Blixa said and took the singer from behind. 


| Never Thought | Hurt You So Much 


2. 


Nick phoned up Mick from Blixa's studio to announce that recording was off for the rest of the day. "What!" 


Mick was exasperated. 


"Don't worry about it," Nick said, smoothing his hair behind one ear, satisfied with himself that he was in 
command, not only of the band but had he had just procured the one thing he had desired for so long-Blixa. 


Nick indulged in a quick fantasy of Mick, standing in the control room, hands on hips, looking perplexed. It was 


enough to make him laugh. 

"You can't tell me why-" 

"No, | can't tell you why." He enjoyed confounding the other man. 

Always serious Mick. There were so many things he wanted to say to him. All work and no play, or something 
like that. But he held his tongue. "You find something useful to do," while Blixa and | have a couple days of 
pleasure, he very nearly added, amused at the natural high the time in bed had produced. 

Nick had not imagined how wonderful it could be to receive while sober. With Blixa it was different, everything 
was different. He'd do anything for the man. Better to get off the phone quick or he was liable to say 
something wrong.. and then Mick might show up.. 

"| gotta go." Nick hung up before Mick could complain further. 


Now.. where had my Blixa gone too.. That was the question. He felt for the shorter man.. in the kitchen. 


Blixa busied himself heating up some leftover Chinese noodles. He tried to keep his thoughts from the rumpled 


bed and the sudden turn of events this morning. The exchange of power. 


Nick was a catch, desired widely by male and female. It was a feather in his cap knowing Nick chose him. Of 
course, | am special, Blixa thought. What he didn't like was this aggravating shyness that flared up when Nick 
entered the kitchen behind him. It was like he had feelers all over his body, marking the movements of the 


taller man. 
| heard you talking to Mick?" Blixa said in what he hoped was a casual voice. 


"Yeah-" Nick flung himself down at the tiny breakfast table, his long legs pointed in Blixa's direction “That 


smells good. What is it?" Nick asked in his usual ease. Nothing seemed to ruffle his feathers. 


"Chinese, from last night. It's not very much." 


"Mmm, you're gonna feed me?" The statement was almost too much, loaded with all sorts of suggestions as to 


their power position Was it already being established? 


Blixa's stomach refused to settle, so he poured all of the noodles into a bowl and placed it before Nick "I'm not 
hungry," Blixa said and turned back to the small contents of his kitchen, further stalling until he would be 
expected to sit opposite his new mate.. and talk. 


“Something to drink, Nick?" 

"Whatever you have, Blixa. And then sit, please." 

Blixa poured some white wine and took several sips with his back turned before facing Nick. Their physical 
union had been the most sensual and completely satisfying bond he'd ever experienced. That must be why l'm 


so nervous, Blixa rationed. With great love comes great fear. 


Finally, they sat together. Blixa smoked while Nick finished up his meal. He could hide his gaze behind his smoke. 


There was much to process, it can't all be carnal.. 

Nick was wiping his lips, those red lips, the cupids bow beckoning, suggesting all sorts of images.. 
Blixa looked out the window. 

Nick was sipping the wine then pulling out a cigarette. 


Hadn't Nick spoken of their deep bond, Blixa mused, their connection, in interviews for all the world to hear? So 
there it was. Blixa leaned back, stretching one leg as he inhaled deeply of the smoke. A deep relaxation was 


spreading in his body. No need for nervousness. 


This is just Nick, beautiful Nick. He felt a pang of pride. So this stunning creature was to be his mate. The 
pleasure of the smoke relaxed him. He wanted to satisfy his mate, in every way. Nick was running his fingers 
through his long hair, guiding it to fall down one side of his face so he could really dig into his cigarette and 


blow the smoke towards the window where it mingled with his own 
"Thank you Blixa. So, what shall we talk about?" 

Blixa shrugged his shoulders. Let Nick start. 

"Are you as pleased as | am?" Nick asked 


"Ha, what a question" Blixa hid his face behind his smoke. Did he really need to be so blunt so fast? "What 
about PJ?" 


Nick shrugged, a half smile on his lips. 
"She will be jealous," Blixa said. 


"All women are always jealous. That's why | like it this way." Nick indicated both of them with his burning 
cigarette between two fingers. What did that mean? Was Nick suggesting they were going to have an open 


relationship? Never. 

Blixa never played second to anyone. But how could he say this? 

Nick had moved his extended leg against his, touching him. Again.. already? 
"What?" Blixa said, coyly, his head ducked low to gaze out the window. 


"You know what," Nick said letting the voice rise up from his chest. All he wanted now was for the German 
beauty before him to surrender to him and let him spend the rest of the day in bed. Blixa's unease crept 
back, Nick felt it. It would take time, Nick knew, before Blixa accepted the inevitable, whatever it took. He was 
ready. 


Nick felt the animal hunger growing. The pleasantries were over, even though Blixa was playing hard to get, 


getting up, and fussing about with something in the kitchen. "What are you cleaning up for?" 
"| like a clean space," Blixa said matter of factly. 


"Come on" Nick reached out a lazy hand for him, as though by desire alone he could reach the other man and 


pull him to sit beside him. "You keep ignoring me like this and | will have to overpower you." 


Blixa felt the rush of pleasure. He wanted it too, but something would always block him from being so forward. 
He wasn't like Nick He craved Nick, there was no question. Was he afraid of the guys finding out? How would 
this change things? 


Nick caught him from behind, his hands grouping all over him, breath heavy and looming in his ear. Nick lodged 
his nose behind Blixa's ear, nuzzling, planting a gentle kiss below the lobe. "Why are you avoiding me?" His voice 
was low and pleading and making Blixa feel weak in the knees. Maybe, he thought, | should have eaten something. 


Ill need my strength to deal with this one. 


His thoughts melted away as Nick was pulling, leading him firmly back to the love nest they had left less than 
an hour ago. "I want to explore you," Nick whispered, back Blixa against the bed to sit. Nick remained standing, 
both his fingers sunk into the other man's hair, messaging his scalp. Nick felt the edges of Blixa’s jaw. To 
perfectly cut. 


Nick wondered if Mick at the studio could possibly figure out what was going on. He smirked at his own 


cleverness. While Mick is working, I'm having my way with our guitarist. The thought was whisked away by 
Blixa turning his head slowly to kiss his fingers. 


"There you go," Nick said, encouraging the show of affection Each little kiss Blixa gave his fingers affirmed 
their new bond. 


Overcome with desire, Nick lowered to his knees, placing himself between Blixa's open legs. 
"Speak German to me?" 
Blixa laughed. "No." 


Annoyed, Nick countered with the long tender kiss he'd wanted to all morning. Blixa opened his mouth to receive 


Nick's breath, his tongue, and the passion. Facing each other like this, the warmth, the love was almost too 


much. Blixa almost pulled away but Nick held him fast and even tilted his head back. 


Even sitting, and Nick on his knees, Nick was taller and enjoying the position of dominance. Nick unbuttoned both 
their shirts as they kissed with incredible efficiency. 


Blixa kept the room cool, so every touch from Nick sent warmth through him. Nick seemed content to just 
kiss for a while, nibbling and pulling at his lips. Kissing his face and then his neck, and then back to a long 
french kiss. While Blixa received Nick's kiss with utter enjoyment, he wondered where this was going? Was Nick 
expecting to have him? Blixa still felt the pain from last time. 


The heat building between them was immense, stronger than anything either of them had ever felt with a 


woman. 


Nick kept rubbed all over Blixa's chest, lingering on his hardened nipples. Nick made a trail of kisses down 
between the two nipples till his mouth landed on the slight dip just below the sternum, that white valley of 
pleasure. Nick breathed in the smell, the heat from a pounding heart, all the while, his mind chanted Blixa. Blixa 


With quick fingers, Nick unsnapped Blixa's pants. The metal snap gave way easily, then the zipper slid down its 
track. Blixa hadn't bothered with underwear that day. Deep down he'd known they would end up back in the 


bedroom. 


Earlier that morning, when Nick had caught him just coming out of the shower, Nick had let himself be had. 
Blixa's resolve to stay mad had melted away. It was truly pitiful if he stopped to think of it. Taking Nick Cave 
from behind had happened so fast-Blixa blushed now to think of it, how fast he'd blown his load inside the 
taller man. He wanted a second go.. Blixa's thoughts were blasted away by Nick's mouth descending on the 
powerful erection now shooting up between them. 


"Ooh." Blixa threw his head back in ecstasy. 


Why was Nick so damn good at everything he did? 
Had the Gods blessed him?... It seemed so. 


Blixa could do nothing but push his fingers down onto the back of Nick's head, his fingers lost in the glossy 
black hair, politely urging him to continue. He felt the tightening in his testicles. He was dangerously close, 
"Whoaaaa.." Blixa sucked in his breath, determined to gain control over his body. Nick's head kept working up 
and down, pushing him dangerously close to the edge, painfully close, Nicks head going up and down. Then, 
reading his partner, the catch in his breath, the slight convulsions in his body, Nick sunk down on Blixa's cock 
and stopped. He pushed the mushroom head against his glottis, determined to push through the gag reflex. 


Against natural instinct, the contact, the slow and steady pressure was what helped the throat to relax and 
open. It was a trick once shown to him by some girl. Nick had watched in fascination as the girl engorged 
herself on his cock till he actually felt the bulge, his dick bulging down the front of her neck. Now he was 
taking Blixa all the way to the base. He swiveled his head from side to side, enjoying his triumph and letting 
them both feel everything, before Nick slowly withdrew. 


Nick came up for air, eyes closed, only to open them and settle into a deep gaze with Blixa. 


"You devil," Blixa said, smiling, giving the praise he knew Nick craved. "You are going to make me burn in hell, 


aren't you?" 


"No." Nick gave a sincere look of concern. “There is nothing wrong with brotherly love." Nick dove down for 


another long sensuous suck. Blixa gasped for breath. He was determined to make his point. "You can't have it 


both ways, my friend. Ahh." His head dipped back from the pleasure. "Not-not this kind of brotherly love." 


"Don't care." Nick went right back down on Blixa. He was proud of himself for learning to take the entire length 
in one swallow. He like the idea of swallowing up the other man. He wondered if he could do it again. He tried and 


succeeded. 


"You-you, Ahhh, shouldn't just throw your beliefs out like that," Blixa said with heavy breath. The pleasure 
was reaching a critical point. He wondered how Nick would respond if he blew a load into his mouth, down his 


throat. 

But Nick popped up. "I do whatever | want," he said. "Me and God have an understanding." Blixa's hard and 
glistening cock jumped against Nick's face. He needed the wet warmth of his mouth back on his dick, now. 
Urging with the most subtle pressure on the back of Nick's neck coaxed his mouth back on his cock. 


That was more like it. Who would have known Nick would give such marvelous head! 


Blixa had fooled around with guys before, just for fun, never had he ever had fellatio like this, never had there 


ever been emotions of the heart involved. 


Nick was really going for it now, closing his eyes and focusing hard. He wrapped his long fingers around his 
aching balls and Blixa decided this was it. He took a deep breath, ready to feel it all, to let it go, really feeling 
the fire build. His eyes rolled back in his head-then Nick stopped, popping off with a smacking sound. "No. Don't 
stop," Blixa begged. He was dangerously close, dangerously close to spilling all over Nick's hands if he gave but 


one more stroke. 


"Now that I've brought you sufficiently to the edge. | think you're ready." Nick was turning him over. Hoisting 
him, manhandling him before he could even think. His climax bubbled down, amazingly, his body seemed to know 


what Nick was doing, waiting for permission. Blixa was trembling from the near explosion his body almost had. 


Nick was kneading one entire buttock with his long fingers. The cool sheets of the bed pressed against his dick 
felt wonderful, something to push against. But what was Nick going to do? His head cleared enough to 


remember the last time. Was the reason for the message. 
| worship you," Nick said from behind him and he placed a small kiss in the valley above his ass crack. 


Remembering how hasty he had been last time, how unforgivably aggressive, he slowly spread the white 
mounds and dipped his tongue down into the pink bud 


Blixa gasped for air, taken completely off guard. It felt good. Nick explored the entire border of the tiny rip. It 
wasn't really that bad. The tangy spot with his name on it. Now Blixa was being very still. While his heart beat 
wildly in his chest for fear. He was afraid of feeling the pain again, but he didn't want Nick to stop. 


Nick clutched one half of Blixa's backside entirely in his long fingers while dipping the tip of his tongue down 
into the forbidden sweet spot, over and over. The muscles were relaxing, Blixa was opening, giving way, despite 
the sharp pain that swirled amidst the pleasure. He found that the more he relaxed, the more the pleasure 
increased. Nick's tongue was like a small, inquisitive creature, a maybe little slug, wanting to slide its soft body 


all over the ridge of Blixa's anus. 


Blixa tried to steady his breath but his greedy nature kept rearing up, wanting more, wanting satisfaction. But 
Nick just kept on, licking and massaging him, in such a worshipful.. submissive way.. The ache at the base of 
Blixa's balls was almost too much, but when he went to move, Nick started crawling up his backside. He felt 
Nick's hair gliding along his skin. Nick planted his face, and a dozen kisses on the side of Blixa's neck and face. 
Nick had no intention of letting him up from this position 


Nick had never been the most patient lover. He'd never had to be. Women had always dropped their panties and 
offered up warm, perfectly lubricated pussy at the smallest notice. Blixa was going to be different, a challenge. 
At any moment, Nick knew, Blixa could call the whole thing off and paradise would be closed to Nick forever. He 


could not risk a wrong step, a bad move.. But his dick could only take so much. 


He needed to sink himself into some warm flesh soon or risk the unthinkable, the very real displeasure of blue 


balls. 


His dick pushed up against and bounced around the entrance to the place he'd just lovingly primed prepared. 
Kissing Blixa repeatedly, Nick milked his own cock, drawing out as much precome as he could, lubricating the 
sweet little rose bud. It had tightened again while he'd repositioned himself up higher on his lover to mount his 
prey. Blixa would be his again. In this position. He'd better ready himself, Nick caught himself thinking. 


"Are you ready?" Nick breathed into his lover's ear. 


Before Blixa could form words, the soft head sunk down into the depths of pleasure, causing both men to 
forget about verbal communication. Pleasure exploded up through Blixa's stomach. He wanted it, he wanted Nick 
inside him like never before. He flexed his hips upwards, all resistance melting away, and in one barely 


controlled thrust, Nick was all the way in. His dick was both steel and silk, Blixa felt. And big. Nick was big, and 
long, and filled him completely. 


Then Nick's weight descended. One arm resting on Blixa's arm, the other around his waist grabbing his dick and 


balls in one possessive groping hand. 


Nick kept the pressure of that first initial thrust and held it firmly. This was the pinnacle of pleasure and he 


was in no hurry to leave it. Deep inside Blixa, warm and tight. 


Blixa's whole body seemed to be roiling beneath him though he only half registered through his own pleasure. 
The smaller man was literally pinned to the spot below him by the force of Nick's desire. He held him hard and 
fast, like a dog holding a mouth full of meat, not premising any movement until Nick was sure he would not 


blow inside the sweet body of this man. Not yet. 


Then Blixa squeezed him, making a sort of moaning sound. Blixa wanted more! My Darling, Blixa! Nick crooned 
into his ear. "wait-wait!" Nick said. He had to regain control of his own desire. that was the hallmark of his 
position of lead man, of a dominate male, a requisite to be truly alpha. Plus, there was so much he wanted to 


explore! 

He ventured a small release of the pressure, a little three- quarter push. 

His ecstasy skyrocketed with the slightest movement. 

That was almost too much! 

He needed a distraction so he nibbled at Blixa's ear, giving a low growl to the other man. 

Blixa trembled below him. Blixa still pushed up, craving more, demanding more from his lover. There was no 
more pain to speak of. His body was completely open to Nick and his magnificent manhood. He felt that is he 
could only get a little more of him, he could reach his ecstasy. If only Nick wold pump him a little, not too 


hard, just firmly, with intent, he knew he would come on the sheets, he would dissolve into a gelatinous puddle 


of goo. 


Come on Nick, he wanted to say just as Nick gave some calculated thrusts. Blixa gurgled something into the 
pillow. Nick dove in and out a few times, nothing else really registering in his mind. Then he heard it. Blixa was 


speaking to him in German... Oh god, | can't hold it back much longer now. 


Blixa was trying to say something, but his thoughts were coming in German. He wanted to say, stop being so 
careful, please give it to me strongly, but English was too hard, required to much mental process. Instead he 
just pushed back against him, reaching for Nick's hip with his one free hand. He wanted to feel his strength, 
the strength of a man. This man, Nick Cave. He spewed all sorts of German obscenities, knowing full well the 


effect it would have. 


Nick started driving harder. A miraculous confidence came, knowing Blixa was ready for whatever he could dish 


out, and he was going to give it, and give it more. 


Sweet like Milk 


The next day, Nick and Blixa trotted into the studio with the intention of focusing on the work. Time was money 


and the guys were beginning to talk, beginning to speculate behind closed doors. 
What the hell was going on with Nick and Blixa? 


Mick only shook his head when Nick breezed by him full of giddy energy, ready to work, and jabbering about a 
new approach to a song they had already worked out. 


Blixa was wearing his shades inside, again, and his cute little hat.. obvious, Mick scoffed to himself. OF the whole 
bunch, he figured he was the most perceptive to what was really going on. Mick looked down at the to-do list 
Today... 

Mick rubbed the back of his neck, looking again at the list of tasks the band must do produce a good record. 
Mixing, music, that | can do. But did they have to arrive together, making everyone wait, almost an hour? 
Clearly having just enjoyed a leisurely breakfast together? And now they are gonna ignore each other all day. 
Warren seized on Blixa the moment he settled into his corner, eager to show him some technical gadget he'd 
found on the deep web. Warren had taken the chair. Blixa stood, tuning his guitar, only half listening to 
Warren's chatter. Normally this would have interested Blixa. But, holy fuck, not today. He gave Warren the 


most bored look he could muster. 


Oops, must lower my glasses to the bridge of my nose. Blixa lowered his shades and gave Warren the look 
again. When the look did not work, he raised a hand as politely as he could. 


"Please, stop." 
Warren stopped. "Why? What's wrong? You have a hangover or something?" 


Blixa nodded his head slightly with closed eyes. "Yes. That's it. | have a hangover." The truth was Blixa felt 
amazing. Blissful in fact and he did not want to ruin the feeling by engaging in small talk with anybody but Nick 


If that was possible. 


Music talk, ok. But chatter, no. 


Warren got the drift and drifted off. 


Blixa pushed his glasses back up and closed his eyes, searching to reconnect to that amazing body high that 
the last 24 hours with Nick had produced. He glanced across the room at the tall Aussie. Nick was happy, 
grinning like a fool, gesturing wildly to one of the engineers, too fucking happy. And Mick, looking on, spying on 


everyone, looking like he's started his period this morning. 
Blixa regarded his guitar. Work will do everyone good. 


Being found out terrified him. Fucking around in the old days was normal. This was different. Very different. 


They were adults now, making serious artistic statements. He'd never felt such strong emotion...fuck 


al He is so fucking beautiful, Nick watched Blixa as he played his guitar. The morning had got to a great start, a 
fucking fantastic start! 


Everyone's focus had been strong. Nick had kept his thought purely professional. But once Blixa was working on 
his tracks, and it was ok for Nick to watch him from across the room, without arousing suspicion, a flood of 


emotions hit him all at once. Pride, love, fascination, desire, hunger. They had to get together again tonight. 


Nick glanced at the clock. 12:46. Once his desire bloomed, he knew the rest of the day would drag. He had to 
make it a short day. But how? Nick tapped his foot, deep in thought. 


Mick would go ballistic if he suggested a short day. No. It must be trickery, pure trickery. Nick narrowed his 


eyes on his mate and began to work on his sinister scheme. 


Even across the room, Blixa felt Nick's eyes on him. Undressing him in his mind, in front of the guys, no less. 
At times, it was a euphoric high which made for some interesting guitar playing. Other times it was 
excruciating. He still felt all the places where Nick had been. His body had been marvelously cooperative the 
night before, accommodating to Nick's size. He'd always thought booze and drugs were needed for him to do 
anal. Boy had he been wrong. 


More than anything, Blixa wanted time to process this. As he waited, listened with the guys to playbacks, his 
thoughts kept circling back to one fact. Nick in all his obscene confidence was liable to tell the whole room, with 
a playful and possessive arm hooked around Blixa's neck that they were now a thing! 


| am a private person. That cocky bastard has to understand. He'd better not try anything today. In fact, | 
might take a real leave of absence from Nick, (this poor record session be damned) so | can think about this... 
Blixa smiled down at his guitar, imagining Nick looking for him and not finding him. That would adjust the balance 
of power. 


-ok, time to play again. 


It was getting on 2 pm and the guys were hungry. Nick announced he wanted to stretch his legs and that he 


might as well go fetch lunch for everyone. He wanted to. No, Blixa said, he will not accompany him. 
Nick was gone too long. How long does it take to get lunch? 


Mick started pacing. The guys were getting hungry. We should be working again, and Nick is likely jerking off to 
thoughts of the guitar player right now... 


Nick returned with some bogus story of helping an old lady cross the street. Hey, at least he is still funny, 
Mick thought. "Sorry guys, | really am," Nick said, carefully noting Blixa as he sucked on his strawberry 


milkshake. He looked at his watch. In an hours, Blixa will not be feeling well.. | am such a devil. 


Blixa doubled over in pain, the cramp in his bowel hit him hard. It felt like a knife in his side. Warren had to 
help him take off his guitar so he could go to the bathroom in a hurry. Sweet Jesus! 


Blixa emptied his bowels in a violent liquid rush. Beads of sweat broke out all over his face and neck and then 
down his back. And then it happened again, and again, and then there was pain. Damn. Fucking Nick! He muttered 
as he balled up to tissue for the umpteenth time. 


"tm gonna check on him!" Nick announced and found his darling right where he knew he'd be. It was the spot of 
their first encounter. 


"GET OUT, NICK!" Blixa yelled when he saw the black snake skinned boots appear in front of the stall. 


"Don't be embarrassed" Nick smoked, acting incredibly blasé about the whole thing. "Ill take you home. | have a 


surprise for you." 

"NOT interested!" Blixa snapped, wishing for his privacy. 

Another cramp ripped through him. Hot and cold flashes coming too. If he was getting sick, he'd rather be 
alone. Didn't Nick know this about him? He was not about to tolerate that overly clingy, up in your business 
bullshit type of a relationship. "Nick, you don't want me like this!" 

"No, Blixa, you don't understand. You are not sick | promise, darling." 


Blixa's body convulsed and he let loose another torrent. Now he was empty inside and weak and shaky. 


"Blixa, you need to take the rest of the day off and | want to show you something. You will love it, | promise.” 


Nick's voice was pleading. It was hard to have resolve in this state. Blixa flushed and came out. 
It was easy to let Nick help him, to lean on his mate. Fuck it! "Let's go," Blixa said quietly. 


Mick didn't say anything. For once. He actually held the door and Nick helped Blixa into his car. His clammy face 


was proof enough that something was wrong. 


The drive away from the studio was quiet. Nick bubbled with anticipation, and just a little remorse for putting 
the laxatives in Blixa's shake. OK, maybe three doses was too much. 


Inside, Blixa made another run for the toilet, and that's when he was the bathtub, full of a white liquid. 


‘My surprise, it's almost done," Nick said. "Once you are completely ready, my dear precious love, l'm gonna 


bathe you in a warm milk. My treat.” 


Blixa imagined himself, weakly laying back in a tub full of warm milk. Thats why Nick took so long! He was 


speechless and didn't stop Nick when he came in for a few kisses, caressing his cheek. 

"A little honey for me..." Nick said, seeking a kiss on Blixa's neck as he started to unbutton his shirt. 

Nick lowered the weakened Blixa into the milk bath. Touching that skinny white body, the ribs, the curve of the 
spine, summoned up hunger of fire deep in Nick's groin. | will never get enough of this beautiful creature, Nick 
thought. 

"How did you do this?" Blixa asked, carefully leaning back till the milk lapped up at his collarbone. 

"Is amazing what a cleaning lady will do for a few extra bucks-some of its hot water, | think" Nick smiled 
down at his charge, looking forward to all the lovely things he wanted to do with him. He stroked the side of 
Blixa's cheek. "Comfortable?" 


"Yes. 


"Good" Nick smiled. A devilish shadow darkened both his blue eyes. "Now, maybe we should discuss a few 
things." The shadow darkened and knotted his brow as he lowered his head. 


Blixa met Nick's eyes, the milk lapping at his chin 
Blixa had just begun to relax. The milk bath was nice and an undeniably sweet gesture. Now he felt something 
shift in Nick, something sinister coming like a distant thunder cloud. Nick reached down into the milk, scooping 


up Blixa's balls and soft dick in one possessive gip. 


"This belongs to me now!" He gave a squeeze for good measure, leaned in close, increasing the intimacy. "No one 
touches you, but me. Understand?" Another squeeze. 


In the proper mood, Blixa liked a little pain and torture-this caught him off guard. Nick was always catching 


him of guard. His weakened state nothing was working in his favor. 


Blixa sucked in his breath. What could he say? Nick was pushing him to the edge emotionally and physically. 


"| understand,” he said. He swallowed. Nick held him. "Nick, please. | understand! Please!" The pressure released. 


The cruel fingers fluttered away, then came back soft. Now Nick was fondling his dick as it floated in the milk. 
"Does this feel good, baby?" Nick asked. 

"yes" 

Is my darling going to rise for me?" 

"l-l, wouldn't get your hopes up." 

"l'm coming up, and hard," Nick said. 

"Nick, | might be coming down with something." 


"You're not coming down with something," Nick boomed, pulling authority in his voice, tempted to grab his cock 
and balls again. He wasn't going to admit what he had done. But Blixa needed to trust him. 


Blixa shivered slightly. The milk water was cooling. And damn it, he did look ill at ease. Gotta change the mood. "l 
want my pink, sweet sugar stick!" Nick crooned as playful as he could. "Where's it hiding below the surface?" 


Blixa smiled despite himself. He was a sucker for praise and attention. 

Is got my name on is. Where is it?" 

‘| don't know," Blixa said coyly. 

"Thrust up. Give it to me," spoken low and quiet, a command. 

Blixa complied, pushing his hips up just enough so a small bit of his penis surfaced from the milky water. Nick 
leaned in, sucking it up into his mouth. Even flaccid, Blixa's body made him crazy horney. He wanted to.. to.. just 


outright rape him right then and there. 


NO! My god! Where did that come from? Nick wondered, still sucking on the wet dick hoping it would grow a 
little, and it did! Then he had to stop for air. "Let's get you out," Nick said, pulling the plug. "Come on, baby." 


"Don't call me baby," Blixa said. Boy, had this day spiraled out of control. No time to think and process, thanks 
to Nick. 


Nick pushed Blixa back on the bed, milk droplets rolling down his body. Nick sucked on him all over like a leech 


with a soft, adoring mouth. 


God, that felt fucking good, Blixa thought. Some strength was returning to, and Nick was taking advantage of it, 
lightly stroking him. 


‘| worship you," Nick whispered against Blixa's skin, moving up one side and down another. A chill flashed over 
Blixa, all naked and wet, but his lover was fast shedding his own clothes and covering him with his larger, 
warmer body. Nick radiated a soothing dry heat and strength and passion 

"Don't stop," Blixa moaned, sinking both hands in Nick's hair. 


"| love you.. | love you." Nick said in between kisses. Nick searched for and drank every little droplet of milk 


from Blixa's body, planting a kiss after every swallow. "You are my nourishment!" 


When Nick had covered Blixa completely in kisses, he landed his mouth on Blixa's dick and sucked and sucked 


until Blixa released his essence. 


Blixa lay spent, coaxed into an orgasim he didn't know he'd had. Now Nick was positioning him onto his side and 


spooning him. Producing a lubricant from a bottle. Nick eased himself up inside. 


P J and the Drunken Row 


After making love, to Nick's satisfaction, Nick left the bedroom to let the smaller man rest. He entertained 
himself by poking through Blixa's desk, carefully studying letters and bank statements. He noted the figures, 
trying to understand the significance and patterns of Blixa moving money from various accounts. At first the 
movements of money did not make sense. He was not particularly money minded, but his desire to understand 


everything about his new mate was a powerful drive. 


Soon the various banking activities began to reveal one uncomfortable fact. Blixa was struggling financially. An 
uncomfortable lump formed in his throat. He was largely to blame. He made up his mind some changes were in 
order, changes in Blixa's favor. His darling should never have to creatively shift money around from account to 


account. 


When the bank statements grew tiresome, Nick stepped outside the front door to watch the street activity 
and smoke. When the mail came, the took it from the mail lady's hand, flashing her his most devastating half 


smile in the process. 


Taking the mail inside, he found at the top of the stack a postcard showing a street map of West Berlin. The 
handwritten note was in German, signed by Alex. Nick studied the cryptic message, wishing he could read 
German. German represented a secret place his lover could go, a place in which he could hide from Nick and 


the rest of the English speaking world. 
Anger flared in his belly. 


Alex, bandmate from Einsturzende Neubauten, was clearly trying to lure Blixa away from him and the Bad 


Seeds! 


"You can't have him," Nick mumbled under his breath, crumpling the postcard. Then he took it to this sink and 
burned it for good measure. He smoked slowly while the German message went up in flames. He was chain 
smoking now, ready for more action. "Down boy," he said down to his dick. He had a powerful urge to wake Blixa 
and ravage him again, but he knew it was better to have some restraint if possible. His prank to get them this 
afternoon had gone better than expected and he was not about to risk screwing it up by over using his lover's 


delicate body. Let his body adjust. Let Blixa come to me. 

He paced as he thought. | might have to have some help in keeping my restraint: 

An hour and a half later, Blixa emerged fully dressed and carefully preened. "Ready to go?" 
Nicks heart lurched when he saw him, the cool German composure fully restored 


Nick sat on the couch smoking, trying to ignore the fire in his loins. "You go ahead. I'm not going back in today." 
He rolled his head back on the couch as if he didn't care either way. "The session's probably winding down. If it 


isn't, there's lots to do without me." 
| left my guitar. I'm going to get it, and if there's more work, | will work" 


"Ok, Blixa" Nick took a drag on his cigarette. “Tell the guys I'm sorry | didn't return. But-" Nick raised his hand 


to exaggerate his point. "I wanna get some errands done." He peeked at his phone. "-and | will get back to work 


tomorrow. No more interruptions. Promise.” 

"Fine." Blixa gathered up his keys. "Lock up?" 

"Course." 

Blixa left without a second glance. Nick looked back down at his phone. He's phoned up PJ during Blixa's nap, 
speaking in low tones. She was in town and he figured she could help with this restrain thing. She would be 
helping their relationship in the long run. 

After they hung up, he gave himself a few strokes through his pants. "I am an Alpha after all," he said to the 
empty room, pulling out another cigarette. He went to the bedroom with the intention of straightening up, but 
Blixa had made the bed, pulled and smoothed it impeccably tight. "That's my good boy," Nick muttered, 


genuinely impressed. 


There was no indication of their lovemaking. Where was the synthetic lubricant? Poking around, Nick found it in 


the drawer, upright in the corner so itd be easy to reach from bed. 
"That's my boy." 


PJ arrived, dressed in a slutty, rose colored slip dress, as per request. A black bra strap whorishly slipping 
down her boney shoulder. "I'm gonna destroy youl" Nick said peering down at her tiny body. 


"And you look like a mouthful of rich caviar, as always," PJ purred, breezing under the arch of his long arm. 
She scanned the minimal furnishings in appreciation. "Wow Blixa sure doesn't believe in any frills, does he?" 
lm his only indulgence now." 


Nick closed the door and locked it, pleased by his own devilish intentions. This was going to be a day for the 


score book. 
PJ walked around and then faced Nick with her arms folded. "Is that so? Finally bagged him." 


"Yeah, it's great." Nick fumbled with another cigarette, excited that he'd just revealed the relationship to 


someone. 


She came right up inside his personal space, her head tilted back. "That's great, Nick. lm happy for you. What 
about this?" She rubbed her crotch against his thigh, not quite able to reach his junk with hers. "Is this still 
good for you?" 


"Oh yeah." Nick squeezed both her ripe, firm ass cheeks, making her ride his leg, up and down, up and down, till 
she laughed and looked like a kiddie ridding her daddy's knee. 


Once in Blixa's bedroom, Nick opened his shirt and guided PJ's open mouth down to his chest to kiss him and 
worship him. | loved the way the top of her head looked, the shiny black hair just like his. In his deepest animal 
brain, she was a smaller, female version of himself. Fucking her was the ultimate indulgence of ego. According 
to the Jungian concept of the anima and the animus. 

He smelt her hair, easing himself back onto Blixa's bed. Closing his eyes, letting his mind drifting to Blixa, right 
now out in the world, impeccably dressed, and all mine. He adjusted his hips to let Polly wrangle his pants off. If 
she wanted it, she was going to do the work, at least he would let her think that. 

Her big, sloppy mouth descended on his erection, slurped dutifully down his long shaft, and sucking greedily at 
his balls. No woman he'd ever fucked sucked balls like PJ. It was like she thirsted for their salt, or more 


specifically his salt, his caviar. 


He chucked to himself. After a few minutes of this, enough was enough. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and 
guided her back to his dick. 


"So tell me something?" Nick said with his eyelids fluttering in pleasure. 

"Hann?" 

"Do you find Blixa attractive?" 

Polly popped off to answer. "I do. He's beautiful.” 

Pleased, Nick gently guided her mouth back down but she resisted. " 

He put her on top, the wild cat ready to ride his cock for all it's worth. "Why do you ask?" 


"IIl let you know when | decide," Nick said, pulling her up to mount him. He was trying to picture if he wanted 
to somehow mingle these two relationships. PJ spread her pussy and glided down, 


Her head tilted back with a moan. 
Making love with Blixa, and sex with PJ were two distinctly different flavors. Blixa, clean, tight, dark and 


German. Polly had a sexual abandon uncommon in English girls. She was his sloppy, fragrant rose. Her tininess, a 
whorish beauty, and something else.. yes, it was the mirror thing, the inextricable fact that he saw himself in 


her. He smiled at his own pun, coming back into the present. 


He grabbed onto her hips, feeling the tautness of her small body. Both she and Blixa felt small under his hands, 
and he liked that, though Blixa had the underlying strength of a man 


PJ was doing that thing with her hair, letting it fall over her face as she fucked. He pushed her down onto 
him, thinking how lovely it felt to once again be inside her. As she worked herself up into a frenzy, Nick let her 
go, enjoying variety he was having this spectacular day. 


RK 

Well passed midnight, Nick was alone, laying on his back smoking a cigarette. He had done nothing to hide the 
evidence of Pu's visit. He had intended to clean up, didn't explicitly want to put his infidelity in Blixa's face, but a 
deep apathy had come over him. And it was easier to just lay there and chain smoke. 

I've lost my power, Nick thought dramatically. Spilling so much seed has rendered me helpless as a lamb. | can't 
move. He was rubbing his lower belly, noodling with his pubic hair, his penis, his balls, feeling the dried essence 
of Polly smeared and dried to white flakes on and all around his organ. 

If | don't get up and wash, my Blixa will return and find me out. The thought ran like a train through his head, 
over and over, round and round. But still he just smoked and stared at the ceiling and noodles his penis, finally 


at rest. 


‘Ive spilt my seed in abundance," he said through the smoke, and chuckled at the way it sounded. "Blixa," he 
finally whispered, astonished that that rare German beauty was actually his now. 


So what if | fucked PJ. He won't be mad. And he will know. Blixa is sensitive, like a creature in the wild, a 


precious animal, like a does or a gazelle, he will smell and detech, then his flower will close.. 
Keys were unlocking the front door and much cursing followed. He's home. 
Nick propped himself on his elbows, squinting through the massive amount of smoke in the room. 


German cursing and a kicked off shoe reverberated through the studio. Blixa appeared from the darkness. His 
hair wildly disheveled and his shirt halfway unbuttoned. His eyes were lazy and his mouth was loose and wet. 


"There's my boyfriend!" Blixa announced, crashing into the room. He teetered above Nick, reaching out his hands 
but also resisting the impulse to fall. A bottle of liquor sloshing in his grip. 


Looking up at Blixa with crazy hair and drooling lips brought the old days rushing back. Beautiful, destroyed 
Blixa. Nick got up and tried to take the bottle. 


"Nol" Blixa said like a four year, not wanting to share. 


"Give it here." Reaching, Nick easily stole the bottle away. While Nick took the last few swallows, the drunk man 
leaned into him, forehead and hands propped against his on his chest. 


"Oh, Nick. I'm sorry," Blixa said. "You have some. Have some." 

Nick stroked the side of Blixa's head for a moment. It felt.. sweet. 

"Thank you." Nick threw the empty bottle in the corner. For the first time in the last forty eight hours, he 
could honestly say he was not fighting the urge to take Blixa and ravage him. A feeling of love filled him as he 
steadied his lover by means of embrace. Nick understood, the best thing for a drunk in this state was to stay 


upright. Maybe have some coffee or tea. Ride it out to hopeful a smooth landing. Blixa could thank him later. 


But when Nick gave Blixa a squeeze, he switched gears and took Nick's arms as some sort of challenge, and a 


combative drunk began to emerge. 


"You are my boyfriend... You are... MY boyfriend..." Blixa kept saying as though he suddenly found it funny. Nick 
chuckled, holding Blixa by the upper arms, trying to stop him from falling. 


"Shall we go to the kitchen and have a nice cup of-" 

"MY BOYFRIEND!!!" Blixa hollered. 

"Alright, settle down," Nick crooned. 

"NO!" Blixa struggled to free his binds and grab control and hold of Nick. "MY. BOY-!" 

Nick waited, 

playing with Nick's hair, trying his best to objectify the taller man. Then he tried in earnest to wrangle Nick 
into removing his pants and falling into submission 


"Stop it," Nick said. He just wasn't in the mood. In fact-he decided-| don't have to recieve on the bottom again 
if | don't want to. The bull does not get mounted by the cow! 


Blixa struggled against a steady, unwavering, stronger opponent. 
"lim not doing that again," Nick said. 
"WHAT!" 


‘lm not" Nick pulled himself free from the entanglement. Lighting a fresh cigarette, he looked away from 


drunken Blixa. Blixa was being annoying now, acting all hurt. Giving him the doe eyes. 

"What? Why won't you give-" his voice had raised higher in pitch. 

Nick drew of the smoke and gave due consideration to the question. "I only did it to complete our bond" 

Blixa stood remarcably steady, drilling in, keeping those unbearably poignant eyes on Nick. Those wounded eyes. 


Fuck. 


Nick looked down, trying to only concentrate on smoking, but seeing and feeling his mate across the room. Blixa 
was working hard within, Nick knew it. The hurt was real and he was turning his hurt to anger. This annoyed 
him. All he really wanted, truth be told, was to have a nice cuddle and go to sleep. Why did his lover have to 
be wound up tighter than a fucking wind up toy? 


Might as well come out now, Nick thought, smoking, puff after puff and fussing with his hair. This moment 
was a drag. But it had to happen. Let it fucking happen. 


It was Blixa who broke the moment, turning away, looking all around. Searching, searching. 
What that fuck was he looking for? Nick studied him. Oh SHIT! 


Nick ducked but was not fast enough as the glass bottle flew in his direction. It glanced off his cheekbone, 
sending a knife like pain through his left eye. "FUCK, BLIXA!" Nick doubled over, touching his face and checking 
for blood. None. "YOU ALMOST FUCKING GOT MY EYE!" 


Both eyes watered. All he saw was the blurred vision of an angry hunched Blixa. "AH, FUCKING RAGE, WHY 
DON'T YOU!" Nick taunted. "HAVE AT IT THEN." Nick's instinct was to get closer, his vision impaired, he had to 
get hold of him. Face this ugly vibe head on. 


They fell on the bed, upside down, struggling for dominance. Blixa largely flailing until he clamped down on Nick, 
with teeth, where neck meets shoulder, and bit down. But, Nick sensed this coming and yanked him back by a 
fist full of hair. 


"Fucking STOP, Blixa!" 

Seeing Blixa's head pulled back and mouth open like a dog rekindle his sexual desire. Blixa was panting out of his 
nose, his tongue moving, pulsing like a sea creature. Seizing the moment, Nick kissed him. The kiss was accepted 
and reciprocated, until Blixa switched gears unexpectedly again and began trying to bit Nick's lips, his face, his 


jaw, striking like a starved German shepherd. 


"Damn you! Control yourself!" Nick warned, grabbing both wrists. 


The power play brought back the first time in the mens room. Nick felt the guilt and shame for hurting Blixa 
all over again. Why did Blixa have to struggle!? Damn it. 


The answer came as though it was there all along. Simple pride. 


The skinny body benight him, wriggled and fought for freedom as a matter of principle. A beautiful and rare 
creature knowing it's worth. Knowing he is worth the fight. An easy submission was not possible. This was a 


test. Could he endure without harming his lover ever again? Would Nick prove his worth in owning this man? 


Nick held him fast, using his body weight, face scrunched up in effort until the fight drained out. Blixa turned 


his face away, revealing a single trail of a tears. 


Nick buried his face on the other side of Blixa's, in the rumpled bed to afford his mate some dignity. The 
biggest hurdle would be Blixa's wonderful and infuriating pride. 


Where it came from, Nick could not fathom. Born in West Berlin, a child of abject poverty, no formal training. 
His dick throbbed for the miserable boy Blixa used to be, but somehow grew into this spectacular man, 


And he is mine, all mine, the devil inside Nick whispered deep in the brain. 
Chest to chest, Nick became aware of their hearts, both beating wildly. Thinking to capitalize on this powerful 
moment, the in rolling calm, the surrender right at his fingertips, he turned to Blixa's ear and whispered, "l 


love you, Christian Emmerich." 


There was a second pause before Blixa went wild, pushed with all his might and screamed, "NEVER CALL ME 
THAT!!!" He pushed Nick back with unexpected force. Thin, angry fingers closed and tightened around a long thin 


neck. Nick was looking up into and furious, raging Blixa spitting one German curse word after another. 


"BLI-" Fucker is about to bloody kill me! Nick thought, grabbing his wrists, ready to seriously injure them both 
if he had too, but the rage faded, and Blixa sank away, sobbing, letting Nick pop up to his feet. 


"Fucking Jesus. Just trying to be nice." 
"Don't-" Blixa sobbed "Don't try and be nice." 
"What the fuck does that mean?" Nick shook his head. "Know what? I'm going to the kitchen to make you some 


tea, Feeling thoroughly annoyed with himself for letting that catastrophe happen, Nick turned to go, passing by 


Blixa's bent over form. 
"Nick!" 


"Yes?" 


"Thank you, Nick." Blixa sniffled, wiping his nose on his sleeve, sitting carefully at the edge of he bed. "Tea will 


be lovely. Two sugars please." 


Rise of the Omega 


They agreed to meet at a dark little bar for a drink. 

Nick arrived first and found a table for two in the back The place was nearly deserted, only two young 
cowboys leaned on the bar. Together with a withered old bartender, they watched a sports game and drank 
beers. 

For that Nick was glad. Keep occupied, keep your eyes off us. 

It'd been the most wonderful two weeks of Nick's life, securing his relationship with Blixa. 


Sure, there had been some bumps in the road, mistakes made; but that was to be expected. 


A young waitress filled his order. Whisky, straight up, and no; he was not drinking alone tonight. The waitress 
disappeared, disappointed. 


A candle flickered in red glass, making Nick think of being in a House of god-He liked that. It was the perfect 
place to talk, to relate intimately. 


The first week had been tumultuous, their slamming together with the force of two freight trains. The second 


week had been better, much about work and Nick arranging them to come in largely at different time so he 


could work without a massive hard-on distracting him and plaguing his every turn 


This would be their first real sit down together, like a date, Nick thought with certain fluttering delight in his 


stomach. 

| wonder if it will occur to Mr. Bargeld? 

Once the thought surfaced, Nick could not make the damn thing go away. Our first date. Damn it. 

l'm gonna need another drink, he thought absently, looking for the waitress. He downed the whisky and asked 
for another. As it chilled in his hand, he felt better, the alcohol working its magic. | have made mistakes, Nick 
reflected, staring between the candle and the window by the door. 

Soon Blixa would walk through the door, dressed in black with the fading daylight behind him, like a deity. 

Nick took another drink, amused at himself. Shaking off a few curious glances from the cowboys. 


Oh yes, oh yes, there have been bumps along the way.. 


He closed his eyes, feeling, remembering the night they had fought, after he'd had sex with PJ and Blixa came 


home drunk. He never did find out about her.. or had he? Nick wasn't sure. 


The night | overpowered him like a brute, again... Blixa had had to know he was not just the subdominant male, 


oh no. He was something else. He was the rarest of unicorns. The ultimate. The Omega. 


Nick scratched the back of his head and took out a cigarette to play with. As soon as he arrived, they could 


smoke together. 

THERE HE WAS! 

Blixa was opening the door, dressed in impeccable black. Nick's hand flew automatically to his heart, watching 
the beautiful creature pause and regard the cowboys at the bar. And Nick studied the cowboy's reaction to 
him. They didn't know what he is, like a foreign luxury car turning carefully down a junky alleyway. With a 
slight nod, Blixa made his way down the line and crossed over heading towards Nick. The cowboys noted his 
back side and then turned back to the game but the show had gone to commercial so their attention drifted 


around the bar. 


Closet fags, Nick thought. They appreciated him too long, that... or they are having a spontaneous urge to beat 
him up. Lay a finger on him and | kill you. 


Blixa came in with a smile and Nick rose to hug him, casting a warning look straight at the cowboys. They were 


speaking some colloquial tongue and casting glances at the wall behind Blixa's chair. Oh, the Jukebox. 


Seated, the smile dropped and was replaced with that cool restraint, as though he needed time to warm up to 


their bond. 


"Welcome to my bar," Nick said, going for a playful tone and fussing with his hair, checking that it was falling 


in an attractive way. 


"Hello Nick." Blixa sat and looked up to the approaching waitress. "Ill have a bottle of your best white wine, 
thank you." 


"You got it, Honey," the waitress said and left. 
| should have ordered for you." 


Blixa smiled, shaking his head. This was the sort of thing he didn't like. They sat for a moment as Blixa took in 


the place. "Some place you've got there." 
"I bring all my best ladies here!" 


One of the cowboys had made his way to the jukebox and was making a selection 


God, | hope its not some terrible hokey pokey shit, Nick thought, but was pleasantly surprised when Johnny 
Cash's Hurt came on The cowboy gave him a nod before walking back to the bar. 


They listened for a bit, before Nick finally asked. "What's wrong?" It was obvious. He was in trouble for 


something, he was sure if it. Blixa's face was downcast, and it was not just the song. 

"I checked my bank accounts today. And somehow, there is way more money in there then there should be, 
Nick. Why is that?" Blixa leaned in with a cocked head and a seriously penetrating gaze, as though Blixa was 
completely comfortable in chastising his partner. 

Nick felt it and shifted uncomfortably. "My gift," he said, looking off. 

"No. NO!" 


The waitress returned with the wine chilling in a bucked. She poured the first glass with a smile and left. 


"Thank you." Blixa's eye rested in the glass for a moment before taking a sniff and the first drink. He never 


rushed the first drink 
"Nick, you have to take it back," he said quietly. "If the others find out, it will sow seeds of discord” 


"Don't worry about the guys." Nick discreetly touched their fingers together on the table, trying his best to 


sound sincere. "They will never find out. | promise." 


Blixa took another drink, considering this. The muscles around his mouth tensed slightly as he stared across 


the room. 


"That is not the point, really." He kept his gaze private now, not looking at Nick, punishing him for temping him 
in this way. He leaned back and away, taking in the room completely ignoring the cowboys how were throwing 
darts in his general lines of sight. 


A comfortable silence enfolded them both. So many details to work out between them, so many boundaries to 


explore. 


Since the Great Revelation, as Blixa recalled it sipping his wine, it was now up to him to explore the outer 
reaches of his position as it related to Nick. Nick was a powerful force, Bixa had to push against him properly, 


meet him toe to toe. Soul to soul. Or, even the beautiful thing they had could be destroyed. 
He took comfort in research and study. And when he discovered what role he inhabited, he took heart. He was 
Omega, the opposite to the swaggering leader, King Alpha. The Omega, far from being the insecure and 
questioning Beta, he was just as brilliant and powerful as the Alpha 


He was just as confident, perhaps more. His power lay in the emotionally stratta, and his occasional emotional 


distance was due to a complete possession of self. Thus the Omega held all emotional power over his mate. He 
was the perfect, one true mate for the Alpha As impossible to capture and hold as the ocean, yet alone, 
possessing the strength to support the great ocean-liner. 

He looked up at Nick, that beautiful Adonis of a man, the tall, well formed miracle of nature, the narcissistic 
heart-throb, the fearless and genius band leader, of the Bad Seeds and he knew that he alone, the scrappy kid 
from West Berlin could utterly destroy him if he wanted. 


Blixa felt a warm vibration in his heart. This was his first love, but that did not mean he was going to rush to 
get all sappy and romantic, to dare to speak it allowed, as Nick had already had. 


He rubbed the side of his jaw, wondering where this day would lead. 

Nick touched him under the table with his leg and gave a devilish smile. 

It had not escaped Nick's attention that Blixa was looking unusually bright and vibrant lately. He'd lost a few 
significant pounds in large part due to their near constant sexual activities. No matter how long their days 


apart were, the long days in the studio, Nick and Blixa reunited each and every night for a marathon in bed. 


And Blixa, in excessive propriety and personal hygiene had adopted a rigorous routines of cleansing himself out 


each evening. Thus, the weight loss. 

Nick hoped fleetingly that his mate was getting adequate nourishment. 

But Nick could not complain. He was assured a clean entry, every time, for his pleasure, while dear Blixa lost 
weight „not the worst thing to happen. It made for an even more gorgeous Blixa, with those legendary 


cheekbones really shining through. 


It should to be addressed, at some point, Nick imagined, but not tonight. He smiled into his whisky. He had 


something on his mind, something he wanted. Something personal. 

‘| want you to do something.” Nick spoke low, looking at his mate. 

Blixa folded his hands in front of him and leaned in close. "Yes?" 

‘| want you to .." Nick blushed. The thing he wanted to ask sounded good in his head. 


"Yes.." Blixa encouraged. 


Blixa raised his eyebrows. "Because?" 


"| want my essence inside you." 
Blixa waited, wanting more. 
"My protein, my DNA.. | want it incorporated into you, your muscle." 


"Ok," Blixa said, much to his delight. The request was erotic, but the reason was sentimental. Yet Blixa 
acquiesced as though he'd been asked to click on a reading lamp. 


There had always been a deep connection between them, a preternatural communication, a telepath. They both 
felt it now. Nothing matter but their connection to each other. Not even the cowboys who were becoming 
more interested, drifting near under various flimsy pretenses. 

They finished their drinks and went to the mens room. 

In a tiny stall, Blixa sat on the toilet and gazed up as Nick undid his pants. 

"Let's be quick," Blixa said, his mouth descending on his cock, making Nick throw his head back in ecstasy. This 
went against their usual routine of Nick sucking Blixa off before taking him from behind. And in the bar 
bathroom made it unusually dirty, like the old days. 

Blixa sucked hard, his eyes closed. 

It felt impossibly good, stretching his long legs, Blixa devouring him. 

He felt impossibly ready to cum. It was too hot. The nastiness of it. Just the two of them. The Cowboys, ready 
to bash them in if found out, ready to call them "faggots" or maybe fuck them, one for each, bend over sinks, 
side by side. He didn't care. Nick pushed deep into his lover's throat, feeling the pleasure mount, all the way 


from his toes to his balls. 


He took his dick in his hand and worked it ferociously-within thirty seconds-he spilled seed onto the bed of his 
lover's waiting tongue. Full release. Full throttle, watching the fluttering eyelids of his dear heart. The swallow. 


Blixa ingested it all dutifully. 
The Cowboys were just outside the door, making noise. 


"Let's go," Nick said, zipping up his pants and taking his mate by the hand. They breezed right past the two, 
standing under the shadow of their hats. 


"Hey-" one said, leaning a well-built arm against the wall. A blue neon Budweiser sign outlined the hard curve 


of his jaw. 


Nick stopped, still holding Blixa's hand. He didn't care. 


"You boys from around here?" the cowboy asked as the other one drew closer. 


"Nope. We're from another galaxy, mate. You boys have a good evening," Nick said looking both men in the eye 
before leading Blixa back to the table. Under the gaze of the bartender and the waitress, Nick throw some 
cash and led Blixa out the door. 


EK 
"Dress up for me," Nick requested, realizing how he wanted to spend the rest of the evening. 


‘Ok-but big boy has to be patient," Blixa said in his feminine voice. He went to change as Nick made himself 


comfortable with a drink and a smoke in bed. 


Twenty or so minutes later, an impatient Nick found Blixa in a pink lacy thing, sitting in front of a mirror, 
teasing his hair. Despite his feminine garment, he sat like a man with his scrawny legs spread, his lover back 


arched. The slight sway back of his drove Nick into the depths of desire. 


He'd already curled and darkened his lashed and reddened his lips. And he smelt sweet, sophisticated, but sweet, 


unmistakably feminine. 


"| love you in pink lace," Nick said and planed a kiss on his neck while one hand came around to trace a finger 
up his sternum to where the negligee crested on his chest, to where the cleavage he did not possess should 
have been. Nick cupped the imaginary breast and looked at them both in the mirror. Blixa certainly could look 
pretty at times, especially divested of a suit. Soft lace and frills, this was gonna be his bitch tonight. 


Nick's dick responded in appreciation, and he leaned in and said, "I'm gonna fuck you like a man fucks a woman" 
To which Blixa coyly smiled and continued styling his hair. He showed no sign of impatience, in fact he seemed 
rather taken with his own reflection, admiring himself from this angle and that. 

"You should go," Blixa said. Closing his legs discreetly. 


But Nick's groping hand reached down anyway. "No! Nick, get out.” 


It was hard to, but respecting his lady's request, Nick went back to his setup in bed, sitting half naked like a 


king on his throne, one hand to smoke, one hand on his cock, waiting for his best darling, his little concubine. 
Blixa was taking forever! The little minx. 
To pass the time, he stroked his dick and called out mooning requests for his, “darling to come soon .. before | 


blow... before l'm destroyed... Before | burn up from my desire... Before I'm forever wrecked... and other such 


romantic drivel. 


Only when Blixa finally arranged himself to his highest standard of beauty did he make his entrance, waking 
before Nick, the pink lace making him look truly feminine, lips red and slightly pursed, he came to Nick and took 
the cigarette out of his mouth and smoked it. "You like?" 


"| love!" Nick said, pulling out his camera phone. His hand groped up Blixa's leg, half expecting to find his dick had 
vanished. But there it was, semi-erected and making Nick salivate. He'd developed a tasted for Blixa 


But first, he wanted to capture this moment, how pretty his lady looked. So, they snapped a few lovers’ 
pictures with their heads together. 


eR 


In Nick's arms, Blixa felt completely safe. He thought this as they made out, Nick's hands traveling all over his 
body. It'd turned him on the way he had dealt with the men in the bar. 


"l'm your protector, your fortress," Nick said in between kisses, seemingly reading each other's mind. 
"Does that make me a Princess?" 
"Oh Blixa, that makes you Everything! You're the Holy Spirit!" 


Blixa smiled, feeling pretty and petite. Now, this was a luxury. Not having to worry about danger. The days of 


beatings long gone. 


His bones were more delicate, Nick noticed, studying the curves of Blixa's collarbones, his narrow sternum. 
That's why he weighs so much less. Poor nutrition growing up, Nick thought and it made his heartache. He 
kissed the delicate mounds where the bones met, so white and thin. These bones were better than breasts! 


Blixa looked up lazily at him, forcing his dick to throb painfully. 


Awash in love hormones, Nick had to take him, it was urgent, he couldn't wait anymore so he bent both of 
Blixa's legs and bent them up by his ears. He was incredibly flexible and this new discovery of taking him in the 


missionary like a woman drove Nick crazy with desire. 


He entered him slowly, wanting to feel every silky, tight moment. Blixa sucked in between loosely clenched teeth 
as Nick came in up to the hilt. 


Sinking both hands into his lover's hair, he kissed his Omega's face over and over, all the while his erection, 
rock-hard as it could be, felt every pulse and wave of Blixa's internals. But it wasn't just the feeling, it was the 
knowledge that he was actually INSIDE his partner, like a rod going up his spine, the one place no one else could 


go, because if they did, Nick would kill them. 


"OH, GOD!" Nick moaned. 


Blixa's body was his home, had always been, the repository of all his passions. He ground in hard but kissed 


him feather soft. 
Dear god, | will die on his dick, Blixa thought absently. Its too much! 


Blixa trembled with each thrust, each stronger than the next, the dick by passing the prostate, up into the 
deepest depths possible, yet he held onto his love and even encouraged his entry. This incredibly vulnerable 
position, legs against Nick's shoulders, like a woman, it was more to take than the first time, when Nick has 


practically raped him in the studio bathroom. All control went to Nick, his torso shortened, till the depth 


plunged was equal parts pain and pleasure. 


Nick settled on a rhythm, a moderate tempo, rocking his hips, in and out, each thrust returning back to the 
hilt, forever chasing, feeding the hungry, the constant absolute hunger to be inside. It was more urgent than 
the need to breathe, to be close, to see what his love was doing to his mate. 


Blixa looked like he was in a trance, eyes rolled back, mouth open, soft wet, lipstick smeared. It was all he could 


do to hold on and receive. 


Receive my kiss, and receive my dick, Nick thought with sadistic pleasure. He liked this position, the dominance 
of it. 


In this greedy lustful sex, a rise in power flooded the circuits in Nick's brain and both engines blew full 
throttle. LIFT OFF! He came violently, hard and fast into his delicate flower maiden, crying out in ecstasy. Fists 
full of Blixa's hair in both hands. Every bodily muscle flexed, bucking harder. 


After the trembling stopped, a flood of unexpected emotions came. 

God, he loved this man. 

He planted kiss after kiss all over Blixa, the tears threatening to fall. All he could mumble over and over was, " 
| love you. | love you-" still trembling. He wanted to call Christian. But he was afraid of another negative 


reaction. 


But how else can | convey my love? Nick thought miserably. He squeezed the hair in each fist, his dick still 
pumping the last of his sperm. 


Incredibly, his dick felt to be coming back, like one orgasm was not enough to drain out all the desire pooled in 
his balls. With his true love, he felt he could go forever. So great was his hunger for Blixa's flesh. "I love you.. 


| love you.." he kept mewling, the rest of him (besides his dick) feeling rather like a helpless child. 


There was a desperation in his heart, his soul ached. Why won't he say | Love You backl? 


"| Love You!" Nick cried into Blixa's ear, waiting for the word he needed to hear. But, Blixa only gently stroked 
his back. 


Nick thrust in again, wrestling with his love and frustration at this creature, this damned prideful beauty 


creature of his. 

Where did he come from? His own universe where normal rules don't apply! 

Nick thrust again, re-establishing a rhythm, yes his dick was had again, frustration growing, mounting over his 
sterling lover, who so far had not spoken a single word. Suddenly Nick didn't care what the reaction was. He 


thrust hard and nuzzled down into Blixa's ear and said, "I love you, Christian Emmerich!" 


Waiting, half terrified, he felt Blixa's rib cage expanding as he took his breath, an adequate breath to speak, he 
finally said, "As well you should.” 


Nick brought them face to face. Blixa was giving attitude, but with a smile. 
“This is all | get then?" Nick asked, cradling the sides of his head in his hands. 
"That is all you get" 


"Are you sure you want to piss me off in this position?" Nick pumped him a little harder and faster, making an 
angry face but loving the way darling looked, the snarky devil. 


Blixa grinned and wiggled his bottom, despite the fact it sent pleasurably painful shock waves through his core. 
Nick pounded, complaining, "Why won't you tell me you love me!" 


Blixa just laughed, loving to play cat and mouse. Even in this position, Nick didn't truly have him, not all the 


way. 
"Im gonna fuck you till you tell me!" 

"OK, Superman," Blixa teased 

Nick stopped thrusting. He wasn't joking anymore. He stared down at his mate. It hurt 
"Why?" Nick asked 

Bixa got serious. "You can't tell me WHAT or WHEN to SPEAK such things, Nick!" 


He felt Blixa's anger. This was real, so real that Blixa turned his head away as if to escape the situation and his 
breathing was heavy. 


"| don't want to fight," Nick said. 

"Then don't fight!" 

Nick buried his face, full of shame on the other side of Blixa's face. How could they be fighting while he was 
still inside him? This was crazy! The emotions only kept his dick even harder, jumping in confusion, and making 


him feel terrible. 


Nick gave a few gentle a few gentle thrusts, not knowing what else to do. Then he kissed him. He'd wanted to 
bad to be the perfect mate, saying | Love You when the moment felt right. 


Now he felt almost shy. Maybe Blixa didn't love him? In any case, he clearly wasn't ready to say it. He stil 
hadn't come back to him. His head was still turned away and it killed him. 


Had it been because | called him Christian? Nick realized he had never said, 'I love you, Blixa: 
It could wait. I'd have to wait. 


Again he buried his face in his lover's neck, determined to make it better. In this position, everything could 
way. Blixa was still holding him, a hand came up and stroked the back of his head. He felt the love reciprocated. 


Nick rocked his baby, fucked his Princess, working his hips until Blixa's voice rumbled up soft in his ear, "I need 


to change position" 


Nick eased his legs down, wishing he'd thought of it, but Blixa didn't actually seem at all uncomfortable and 
allowed Nick to put him in a side-lying position 


Nick embraced him tenderly as he re-entered. For the next half hour or so, lazily fucked him, and tenderly 
kissed his neck and shoulder, fucking him more, held him and rocked him more, and fucked him more, and held 


him more until he drifted off without ever coming-and Blixa loved it. 


Liebling and Schatzilein 


Author's Notes: 
Sweet Dreams, dear readers. 


Liebling and Schatzilein 


"Shouldn't you be getting ready, mein schatz?" Blixa's voice was tender as he swept in silently, hair styled and 


dressed in impeccable black. 


Startled, Nick dropped the papers he'd been speed reading through. Blixa had documents in order of date, 
fastidiously stacked on his desk and Nick had a weakness for snooping. He had been lost in Blixa's banking 


statements, and a correspondence with a real estate agent. An impatience had been rising up. 


Why was Blixa planning major life moves without consulting him. It frustrated to no end that they had not 
discussed this sort of thing, like Blixa's apparent interest in buying a home in San Francisco. Nick didn't want to 
live in Frisco. He could just imagine the weird art crowd, how fast they'd gobble Blixa up and sweep him away 


into a million different strange worlds. 

Sure, they hadn't sorted out the exact nature of their relationship, but Nick understood they loved each other, 
even though Blixa, maddeningly, still hadn't said it. No matter how many times Nick had said it, during or after 
love-making, reduced to a helpless, mewling shadow of himself, after pouring all his heart and soul into his love, 
those three words just tumbled out with no foresight, but he never got it in return, only a smile. He did love 
that smile. 

But why wouldn't he say it back? Maybe he'd mumbled it in German and | missed it.. 

"Uh, uh.. sorry Blixa. | thought you were still, um, in the shower." Nick scratched his scalp in consternation 

"No. I'm out. What were you doing?" 

"Uh-nothing. l'm doing nothing." 

"Why are you lying, schatzi?" Blixa's tone raised. He was making adjustments to the tie he'd just donned. Blixa 
looked more beautiful than Nick thought possible for a man, his hair had grown long and his complexion was 


perfect, and damned if he didn't always smell fresh and amazing. 


He was dressed specifically to impress everyone who would lay eyes on him. That was the plan, and it would be 


to honor Nick. 


Nick took up the adjustment of the tie, tugging thoughtfully on the soft black material, an endearment Blixa 
enjoyed. Nothing was going to upset him tonight, not even schatzi misbehaving. Nick's long fingers under his 


chin sent anticipation tingling through him. He was anxious to get going. 


"You have to learn boundaries, schatzilein," Blixa said in the intimate space between them and was met with one 


of Nick's trademark devilish grins. 


He was feeling the butterflies rising up with soft wings. Tonight, they would remember for a lifetime, even if 
schatzi didn't know it yet, he mused, looking up at Nick, his head-strong partner. He'd caught him meddling 


before, that dark peacock prince of his. He was proud of him, so very proud, and soon everyone would know. 


‘I'm sorry," Nick whispered, letting the devil in his face melt into an angel. "I just worry about you. I'm a 


worrier, you know that, darling." 


"Digging through my personal things is not acceptable, Nicholas," Blixa scolded gently, like a headmaster 
correcting his dearest student. 


Nick's grin returned and deepened, turned dark again. 


He loved that Blixa had taken to calling him schatzi, whispering in his ear the first time that it meant 
‘treasure: But the use of his full name, ‘Nicholas' always made him weak. He'd come to associate it with their 
most amorous nights, tender nights of prolonged kissing and wringing every last drop of pleasure from each 
other. It was almost just as good as an | love you.. ich liebe dich.. when will he say it.. All those nights Blixa 
indulged him, stroking his hair and purring ‘Nicholas’ into his ear, Nicholas... mein schatz.. mein schatzilein... It 


was almost just as good as an | love you.. ich liebe dich.. when will he say it.. 
It was on Blixa's mind too. 


Nick had such a visceral reaction to words and language, it was why he was such a good songwriter. He hung 
on Blixa's every word. Perhaps, Blixa pondered.. my German upbringing made me more reserved with saying 


those three words.. l'm not trying to hurt Nick, or play any games. Giving a declaration of romantic devotion is 


something Nick craves... and he'd get it. Tonight. Tonight is that night. 


"You have a belief that you can do whatever you want here, but remember, you are my guest and | can put 
you out like a dog in the rain" Blixa smiled, knowing this tantalized Nick's hunger for the chaise. He'd been 


making him chaise him all week. It was all part if the big plan "I mean it!" 

Nick hung his head, focusing all his effort on Blixa's tie, as if finding aesthetic perfection in this material would 
smooth out all the many tiney kinks in their relationship. Yes, they would have to talk about life stuff 
eventually. But not tonight. 


Nick sniffed. 


"Right, I'm sorry. Done. You're perfect!" Nick smoothed the tie, standing taller, he ran a hand through his black 
hair. "I just want to know that you are .. financially speaking... gonna be okay." He hoped he was not offending 
Blixa's pride. 


Blixa turned away at the mention of money. 


They'd already been through this several times, weeks ago. Nick's clumsy deposit of extra money into his 
account, had ultimately remained untouched. He understood Nick's yearning to provide; it was a natural 
response, but it still felt somehow wrong, and pointed to the troublesome and muddied boundaries of their 


work and love life. 
Nick hated when Blixa turned away. 


‘lm sorry... lie-bling" Nick said, carefully. German words felt odd in his mouth but he used it on the wild hope 
it'd somehow reach deeper. 


Nick picked up the paper he'd dropped and straightened up the stack He had to break the news that he wasn't 
going out tonight. Blixa's queer friends only made him jealous, the way they fawned over him and expressed 
their knowledge about art, reminding him that he was an art school dropout. 


He wasn't feeling it, this art event shrouded in mystery. He pushed back the small pang of guilt. Blixa had been 
pretty excited about it, and he'd sure been extra sweet to Nick all day, making an elaborate breakfast, (though 
Blixa ate nothing) and even massaging his shoulders a bit, he was still annoyed at the man. All his attempts at 
making love had been rebuffed, a rare free day for both of them had been lost, and horney as he was, Nick 
lacked the patients to socialize with those Dadist people. 


Blixa felt agitation rising. He lit his cigarette, and wished Nick would take off his slept in tee shirt and go get in 
the shower. "You should get ready, schatzi," he said, checking his watch. The butterflies were taking flight. 


He stood gazing out the window, still annoyed with the whole money matter subject. He didn't look forward to 
talking about money with Nick. There was something ugly lurking in that conversation, something dark and 


muddy. Blixa's face dropped as he thought about it.. Nick's possessiveness... it both charmed and scared him. 


Maybe after tonight.. maybe... He inhaled the comforting smoke. Maybe... if it goes well... What the hell was he 
waiting for! Blixa resisted the urge to turn around. Nick wasn't getting ready. Why wasn't Nick getting ready? 


Nick put a hand on his hip, annoyed. They hadn't had sex in a weekl 


Nick had no desire to go to some weird art show and meet anymore of Blixa's weird friends. His carnal desires 


had turned rotten on him, boiled and bubbled like a liquid tar pit. He needed sex! 


He planned to seduce, full-boar and be done with this thing Blixa had introduced a week ago, this stupid 


“abstinence from sex", this stupid "testing of their foundation” He could keep his dick in his pants for a few 
days it that would make his partner happy. But there was only so much he could take. The dry spell needed to 
end, tonight. 


"Yeah, sorry," Nick said, wishing he new the right words, "I've been meaning to tell you, darling, | don't know if 
I'm gonna go." Guilt bubbled up, but he had to take a stand on somethings. 


Blixa wandered to the kitchen. 


Nick followed, pulled him into an embrace from behind, sinking his nose into the soft brown hair, breathing deep. 
"My princess ... lets stay home tonight.” 


Blixa shrugged him away. "No. Get ready." 


"Oh, come ooon," Nick complained like a child, "you see one freak show, you've seen them all. Plus, they're not 


my friends." 
"Mick will be there." 


Yes, Nick thought, you've only told me, like, five goddamn times already. Nick dropped it and headed back to the 
bedroom. He was not going to fight, or beg. That German Princess has a mental process a mortal such as 
himself cannot began to understand. 


Blixa stood for a moment listening, head downturned. He was not going to fight, and certainly not beg. Begging 
anyone for anything went against his principles, so he scooped up his keys and left alone. 


Nick flopped down on the bed and lit a cigarette and stared at the ceiling. 


His thoughts kept going back over the same nagging problem: why or when will Blixa declare his love... How 


many times had he said, "I love you, Christian?" 


And, there was the question of whether or not they were still hiding? Nick was no longer interested in hiding 
his feelings... And he was sure Blixa wasn't either. It was too cumbersome. Was it just neither had gotten 
around to it..what.. showing affection in public? As if the guys didn't already know... He rubbed his dick lazily as 


a wicked laugh came over him... 

It's not like they had not been caught before... 

He grabbed the notebook he'd been keeping at Blixa's night stand. 

Thanks to Blixa, he had a new idea for a song.. about masturbation, or onanism. After reading the fucked up 


lyrics for a few minutes he gave up... "l'm too horny," he said to the ceiling, "it isn't coming!" he chuckled, then 


his face dropped and he threw the notebook hard across the room. "This isn't fucking funny!" 


He sat up to think 
It had come out of nowhere, Blixa's announcement that he wanted to try some experiment, some bullshit test 
which amounted to no sex. To make matters worse, tonight he'd actually wanted to see this private exhibit on 


animal sex. Animal sex! A bunch of horny beasts fucking! 


As if having blue balls all week would be the ideal condition to go see some show about copulation in the animal 


kingdom. 
"Aaaaaaagh! Why do you TORTURE ME, Blixal?" he complained, running both hands through his hair. 


Dreading another unfulfilling masturbations session, Nick texted PJ: | need of a ten dollar whore, you know 


any? 

* 

Mick met Blixa outside the darkened industrial building as night fell. 

A robust cross section of Artists and the gay community milled outside the door. 

"Nick's not coming," Blixa said looking visibly crestfallen. 

Mick stiffened the muscles in his back, standing up taller. Odd. Clearly this meant something to Blixa. He'd called 
Mick up twice this week to make sure he was actually coming. That was not like Blixa. Now he wasn't smiling, 
and by the smell of him, he'd already knocked back some hard liquor. 

"Is everything ok with you guys?" 

Blixa looked him in the eye, smoothing the front of his tie. "We shall see. I'm glad you're here." 


A big guy who reminded Mick of Freddie Mercury came up and hugged Blixa. "There you arel Hi, I'm Hayward” 
The big gay man extended a hand to Mick and shook it softly. 


"This is the featured artist.” 


"Yes, that's me!" Hayward said locking a muscular arm around Blixa's neck. "Oh, you guys are gonna love the 


show, | think!" Hayward said. He wore a mesh top and both his nipples were pierced. 


"Where is that tall, delicious man of yours?" Hayward asked, confirming to Mick what had been obvious to him 
all along. So they were an item. And Blixa had already shared it with some of his friends. 


Blixa pulled slightly away from the huge arm around his neck, a slight annoyance clear on his features. "He may 


not make it." 


"May not make it!" Hayward said with drag queen-level exuberance. "Honey, he HAS to make it!" Then turning to 
Mick. "Well, is HE gonna stand in, is that your plan, darling?" 


Blixa starred up, batting his eyes in response to the huge and very heavy handed Hayward. "No. Mick is here 


as a guest." 


"Well, ok," Hayward said, taking it down a notch, pulling Blixa in close again. "Are you going to be ok and 
everything?" 


He even has Freddie Mercury's overbite, Mick observe with amusement. 
Blixa perked up a bit. "We shall see, won't we?" 


Hayward turned to Mick. "We've sprayed the air with sex pheromones, so if you're looking to get laid tonight, 


Honey the odds are in your favor" 
"Oh, uh, thanks," Mick said, taken off guard by the whole situation 

Hayward turned back to Blixa. "But you, are you sure you're going to be ok, honey?" 
"| don't want to talk about it out here 


"Quite right," Hayward said, giving Blixa's shoulder a jostle. "Lets go inside then. | want you to see everything 
before | whisk you away." Hayward lead Blixa into the dark building. Mick followed, ignoring the apprehension 
building inside. 


With so many colorful types around him, he felt eyes traveling up and down his body, making him feel very 
straight and very single. 


Inside had a dark and sensual quality. It was a huge wearhouse type of building with occasional clusters of lush 
furnishings juxtaposed with some crude cage work, transporting them into a otherworldly feeling of an 


alternate reality. 
There were a series of mazes set up, directing the viewer through a specific route, to view the art on the 
walls and the sculptures in a specific order. There seemed to be mixed media of every kind, even video 


imagery. 


The first stop was at a drink table, where they were given a drink labeled "spiked punch." Not much impressed, 


Mick took a drink from a small pair of Japanese men, one dressed like a monk, one dressed like a punk. 


A young girl in a gold wig behind him kept pushing close into his personal space, smiling coyly up at Mick each 


time her breasts brushed his arm. After excusing himself each time their bodies touch. After some stilted 
small talk, Mick realized he'd already managed to lose Blixa and Hayward in the crowd. 


Half naked bodies were everywhere, and the lighting was doing something strange. Then the animal sounds came 
from the speakers. The deep chuffing mating call of the male lion. Mick chuckled to himself, scanning the crowd. 
Blixa had wanted him here for this! 


He walked through the crowd, gazing on one image after another of animals occupied in the sex act. He 
appreciated the impact these images had. It's not everyday you can study the finer details of an elephant 
mounting another elephant. But as he moved through he noticed the prevalence of the snarl, the grimace, the 


hiss, the growl... Sex in the animal kingdom never happened without a portion of violence. 


And what was going to happen to Blixa? Mick finished his drink and went for another, feeling himself getting 


loose. 

What on earth we he doing here, what was this involvement they'd hinted at? Settling before two wolves, Mick 
studied the expression on both the male and female. Both their mouths were open and trying to bite each 
other. It was arousing but also frightening... Kind of like this thing with Nick and Blixa. 

Ahh, Nick and Blixa. Finally. 


Sucking and chewing on the ice in his glass, Mick reviewed everything he knew for sure, using an evidence 


based approach. There was nothing so complex about those two he couldn't figure out. 
First, they were deeply in love, that was evident. And they'd had sex before, certainly. Being the responsible 
one, often during tours, he'd come around to wake everyone for sound-check only to walk over Blixa's clothing 


on the floor just to find those two nestled together in bed. 


The first time he'd saw it, it stunned him. The tenderness of their embrace. The way they'd looked so beautiful 
together. 


So what was it? What was the problem? He sensed all was not well in paradise. 

Mick moved on slowly, letting his mind work, not really seeing the image of mating gorillas in front of him. 
Nick was incredibly vain about his public persona, while Blixa had a solid confidence coming from god knows 
where... So this was the area of disconnect, he felt he was getting closer to it.. something to do with 


commitment... or the defining of the relationship perhaps was tripping them up. 


Blixa drifted up beside him like the little nymph he was. His eyes were sort of glazed over, staring at the 
animals. "You are a good friend, Mick | have to go get ready." 


"Get ready for what?" Mick asked, suddenly feeling a swell of concern Something isn't sitting right. 


Blixa smiled a kind of reckless smile. His eyes never left the animals. "I'm in the finale" He looked at his watch, 


flashed his eyes wildly on Mick and left. He was high on something, no doubt about that. 


Mick looked around himself. The lights were changing again, bodies morphing around him. He looked down at his 
drink. Something was in it. Something more than booze. His heart rate accelerated as soon as the realization hit. 


Stupid.. Stupid... Stupid... Never get drugged by strangers. 


The room and all the bodies were turning into a mob of sexual energy. Mick rubbed his eyes. The lighting was 


going all different colors, and there was an abundance of.. nakedness... And what had Hayward said... Human sex 
searched around, was Blixa going to have sex with an animal? No. 

Nol 

Mick laughed. 

No way! He was not into beastiality. He was into Nick. 


Nick, Nick.. Nick Cave... That handsome devil .. My friend, Nick Cave.. 


Nick howled his own private agony as PJ's puller her panties down, exposing a black-haired pussy, and 
attempted to mount Nick. He stopped her... 


"No, this is wrong!" Guilt hit him hard. "| can't do it!" 


"Let me do this then," PJ said, taking his dick in her mouth. But it wasn't working. He was going soft, he wasn't 
happy. He was a dirty cheater. A damn dirty dog of a cheater.. He wanted his man.. his liebling 


"Baby, | missed this..." PJ said, seemingly ignorant to the fact that he was losing his erection The black bra and 


the cross between her creamy breasts was mildly erotic. He focused on that. 
‘| miss youl" she was making a swirling motion with her tongue... 


"You dirty whore," he mumbled, trying to bring himself back to the moment, trying to bring his manhood back, 


but his resolve was gone. 


Finally PJ noticed and stopped. “Having trouble pretty boy? Is Blixa messing you up?" 


"Yeah, shut up about it, will you?" He closed his eyes, trying to focus. Trying to go back to when they had 
dated and he'd enjoyed her body. He wanted to spill and be done with her. Fuck it. Calling her had been a 


mistake. 
"Ahhhh... Nicky!" she said sucking his balls. "Don't you like me anymore?" 
Nick turned away. He felt terrible that he'd been such a hypocrite. 


"You need to leave," he said, taking his genitals back and securing them back in his pants. 


Mick's senses were all slurred together but he was getting use to it. Must be some new designer drug i'm not 


familiar with... Somebody's grinding themself against me... Someone in a pig mask making grunting sex noises. 


Mick observed, slightly amused for a few seconds before he and his impromptu partner tumbled apart, pushed 
and shoved along by the crowd moving and surging softly. Then the animal sex noises were added to by a 


narrator, describing in detail the steps to copulation for various species. How long had there been a narrator? 


He didn't know. 


Hayward narrated on a microphone standing up high above the crowd. A spotlight on him. Now he looked like Dr. 
Frank N Furter... with red lips, he was talking about gorillas. "The silver back has the exclusive right to mate 


with the females..." he said to the crowd. His voice had an ominous tone to it. 


Mick watched feeling the crowd began to focus. ".. though some young black backs, those are the younger 
gorillas, will sneak a turn with the alpha female... at the risk of death.." 


In the drugged fuzz of his brain, and without even trying, the last bits of the problem between Nick and Blixa 
came together. Its so obvious now ... And as he listened to Hayward began to speak of the mating habits of 
human beings, Mick already knew what he is about to see. He rubbed his face with both hands. It turned his 
stomach. It embarrassed him. 

His ears blazed red, already feeling the pain and humiliation this night would soon come to represent. 


He loved them both. 


Why did he have to see this! 


Why did he have to watch the ones he loved hurt each other? 


A spot light came up on what had been a dark corner, where in a metal frame of a box, Blixa laid curled up, 


vulnerable and completely naked. Alone in a dark corner of the wearhouse he looked so small, both hands up by 


his face like a child. 


What was this supposed to be, performance art? Mick pushes closer with the rest of the crowd, fascinated 
with the sight. A roar of approval and excitement erupted. 


And Nick is supposed to be here.. Mick kept thinking. 


Hayward asked with the precise effort of an auctioneer, "Who will claim this man? Who will be bold enough to 
declare this is his mate, and no one.." Hayward pointed an authoritative finger, voice raising wildly, "NO ONE 
else may touch him! Who now?" 


Under the spotlight Blixa looks unearthly white, his eyes open wide, unmoving and unfocused. 


He looked so different they when he'd been dressed. He looked younger, so much more like the old days. Mick's 


chest constricted. 


All around, body jostled to get closer, pressed in to see the finale, and what was being offered. This is insane. 
Mick folded his hand under his armpits. What now? He tried to observe the entire room, sobering to the 
possibility of Blixa needing his help. 


Hayward kept up, stirring the onlookers to action Mick saw the lust in their eyes, a great surge of masculine 
hormones. | have to get him out or he will be devoured! 


"Damn you Nick!" he hissed under his breath."Damn you! Damn you!" 

It was probably too late to call, too late to do anything. 

What an ache, being witness to this vulnerable public display of sexual availability. It wasn't right. Art was 
supposed to make you feel something, but not supposed to make you see the love of your best friend's life, 


stripped bare and offered up to a hungry mob of gay artists under the influence of party drugs. 


"WHO WILL CLAIM THIS MAN.." Hayward continued, grinning at the crowd. He dropped his voice. "Ah, we witness 


the complications with the homo sapiens.. his fears.. his has doubts... " 


‘| have no fears!" barked a woman in full leather bondage and leather boots. She stepped forward to get a 
better look at the "art" on display. Encouraged by the crowd, she stepped close, bending over to poke her head 


into Blixa's box and peer up his ass. "Ahh, he's too scrawny for me," she announced and everyone laughed. 


Mick glanced around. A little comedy, OK. Sure. These were the fun types, but it wouldn't last long. He heard 


devious male voices growling and reaching up to his ears, low and sinister, broadcasting their interest. 


Mick scratched the back of his head. This was crazy. Had he really expected Nick to make a spectacle of 


himself, to "claim him" and what, fuck him here for all to see? 

He studied Blixa's expression Did he want me to do anything? 

He had not moved, nor had he given any indication he wanted anything from... nothing but to be here.. Mick put 
his head down, closing his eyes for a moment to try and think, think clearly. This was impossible. Blixa was too 
much married to his artistic ideals for his own good. He never cared about his welfare. | didn't put him in this 
position, he might be mad is | interfere. 


"Let me see him!" Boomed a male voice. 


Mick opened his eyes. A couple guys were wandering forward, examining the finger details of Blixa's from all 


sides. 


The text from an unrecognized number popped onto Nick's phone: ‘yr frienz detggin major d! Omg' 
"What the fuck?" Nick said, scratching his head at the text. "My friend's getting major dick?" 


Nick knocked over a lamp, then pulled out desk drawers, and tipped over filing cabinets, everytime he imagined 
Blixa making out with some queer in some dark corner. Humiliation Now, he's fucking around on me just when | 


decided to end it with PJ. 
He'd been drinking since he'd thrown PJ out. 


Indulging in his anger felt good. If he couldn't get off, and Blixa was out there being loose, he could thrash and 
rage. "Don't look through my papers, FUCK YOU! YOU'RE GETTING DICK FROM OTHER MEN!" he tore up the 
papers, throwing them all over and pulled open his closet. He pulled out Blixa's clothes and attacked boxes, and 
carefully preserved momentos, music ideas, it didn't matter. Nick wanted to plumb Blixa's secrets, to get inside 


this damned mystery once and for all 
Hadn't Blixa told him about an artist who'd made a statement by destroying all his possessions? 


When he tore into a small white box, old pictures spilt on the floor. He grabbed hand fulls and ripped and tore 
until one stopped him cold. 


A grainy string bean of a very young Blixa stared into the camera Nick had never seen it before. His face 


gaunt and destroyed. His eyes had a feral quality, no confidence, like he might bold and run at any second. A 


person he never knew. A person desperate to get out and make something of himself. 
It his his heart in an unexpected way. Nick had never had to suffer like that. 


Holding the photo in both hands, he sat to study it. His rage had fled him and was replaced with an unexpected 


swell of compassion 


"What was wrong with me?" Nick moaned, struggling to his feet. "I'm such a jerk," He laid the picture down on 
the desk and turned in a few confused circles, trying to figure out how best to fix what he's so immaturely 


destroyed. 
Nick wept pathetically as he tidied up the mess. 


Blixa kept precious few pieces of memorabilia A letter from his mother, Mutter! How could | have torn this!? 


With trembling hands, Nick taped the letter back together but the german words made it near impossible. 


He ignored the phone when it rang. Mick was the last person he wanted to talk to on this strange night. It went 


to voicemail. 


Nick wiped his nose, wondering if it was too late to go to the show. Yes, it is too late, he decided. Blixa will 
come home soon and | will throw myself at his feet and beg forgiveness. He wanted to be faithful. Anything 


you want.. anything! You want a break from sex, you can have it... 


Nick returned all the boxes and contents of Blixa's closet with reverent hands. It felt like performing holy rites. 
"Never again will | disrespect him." Nick sobbed. "Its my fault he does not open up to me all the way... Who can 


blame him, | am worse than a wild fucking animal." 
The phone rang again, startling him out of his revere. 
"SHUT THE FUCK UPI" Nick hurled the phone down the hall. He had more work to put the apartment in order. 


Before the night was through, he would strip the bed down and wash the sheets, desiring to show how good he 
could bel 


Sitting for a spell against the bare mattress, he held onto the the picture of young Blixa. He'd kept this picture 
out to gaze on "Baby Blixa," Nick said, smiling sweetly at the image as drunken tears streamed down for the 
young man. "My darling..darling Blixa. Things will get better for you... | promise." 

* 

"Nick!" Mick hollered into the phone, not knowing what else to do. "Nick if you get this.. get down here now... 


was lost. 


Maybe if | talk to Hayward. 


Mick's thoughts darted around.. things were escalating... the men had completely breached Blixa's box and were 
all over him, touchings him and yet he just lay there..inert ...1 know he must see me.. He's staring right at 
me... The witness he so desperately wanted is here... Fuck him and his fucking ideal.. this was turning into a 


fucking mob... Soon, Mick would not be able to see.. too many bodies were in the way. 


Nick lay on the bed he'd shared with Blixa for the greater part of two months. The sheets were still in the 
dryer. He held the picture against his chest, not really succumbing to sleep but enjoying his waking dreams of 
his partner, how beautiful he'd looked and how sweet it was that he was part of Blixa's development, his 


blossoming. 


That, according to Maslow hierarchy of needs, Blixa, now freed from the threat of poverty and bathed in the 
love and esteem of a supportive partner, was free to focus on self actualization He no longer had to contend 


with the desperation he once new. 

Blixa was gorgeous, even his name suggested a certain sweetness, with a kind of kiss buried in its center. He 
was looking unearthly feminine these days. He never could look this good had he stayed in Berlin. Just thinking 
of it made Nick weep anew. Every now and then, he's look at the picture, comparing the young underdeveloped 
version of Blixa to the magnificent creature he knew today. It make his heart swell maddingly every time. 


‘Oh, please come home soon, my darling!" he rolled over hugging his pillow. 


He might have snoozed a bit.. finally.. Mick's voice entered his consciousness first. They were outside the door, 


he was scolding... Wait, scolding? What the... no one talks to Blixa like that!!! 


Nick sat up to listen... What about Blixa? The keys jingled in the lock, then he picked up the faint strains of 


Blixa's soft baritone in response to whatever Mick had said. 

Nick smoothed his hair back. "In here!" he called, letting his fingers linger in his scalp. He had sobered just 
enough to know he'd been a bad boy tonight, thrashing about in a home that, let's face it, did not belong to 
him... Not yet anyway. His head hurt. 

Hopefully they would be high from the show, Blixa wouldn't notice anything amiss yet. He could thanks Mick for 
going in his place.. yes it's nice To see you matey, yes, you've been doing great work in the studio...but the 
hour is late..don't mind as | shuffle your ass out so | can put Blixa to bed.. he looks tired... 

Mick appeared in the doorway to the bedroom. "Why the fuck didn't you answer your phone?" 

Nick rose up, startled, stunned by the tone. "What?" 


"He was really counting on you!" 


"Where's Blixa?" 


Nick got up but Mick had posted both his hands on the door jams blocking the entrance to the hall and did not 


yield. "Excuse mel” Nick lunged. 

"Wait-" Mick blocked Nick, predicting him perfectly. He still felt under the influence of the party drug, in fact 
all he wanted to do was sit down and let the room and the colors settle.. but his apprehension over Nick kept 
him alert. 

Nick drove him back a few steps before Mick regained his hold. "Stop!" Mick yelled. 

"Fuck off Mick! Blixa!" 


Blixa stood in the front room, loosening his tie, his eyes cast down. 


"What the hell is going on!" Nick fought the panic rising up. Why the fuck was Mick blocking me! "Ok, I'm calm. 
I'm calm." He put both his hands up, looking into Mick's face, "you see? Now will you tell me what's going on?" 


Mick teetered, not enjoying the feeling surging through him at all. The drug.. it was changing on him... making 


Nick look mean... he would not be pleased.. 

"Promise you'll control yourself!" Mick could think of nothing better to say... And nothing worse to say. 

"Its ok, Mick." Blixa called, annoyed. 

He would need to get through the hall. He needed to take a shower. But first, let all the senseless aggressive 
energy boil down. He lit a cigarette, casting Nick the first glance, still trapped in the hall, in shadow. It looked 
like Mick and Nick were hugging, but they weren't.. was he worth all this drama.. yes he was... and | will play 
this to my advantage. 

"Are you surel" Mick asked. 

"Yes! Let him through!" Blixa said, annoyed with them both. 


He turned to the kitchen, boiling water for tea. 


The night had been emotionally draining, and it wasn't over yet. His ears remained trained on the small scuffling 


and grunting noises in the hall. Was Mick letting him through or what? 
"What the fuck happened!?" Nick asked. 


"Why don't you check your phone." Mick answered. 


Then it was quiet for awhile. Then moments later: "Jesus christ, how many people called mel?" Then it was 


quiet again as Nick was presumably checking his messages. 

Lord knows what kind of messages people left him. Serves him right, Blixa thought, setting out a cup. 
The shuffling sounds resumed in the hall. 

"You said you'd be calm!" 

"| AM CALM. MICK!" 

More shuffling noises. 


"What's done is done!" 


Low murmurs, probably death threats. Blixa put his tea bag in the cup. Typical men. 

Blixa saw them in his mind's eye, vying for a moment of dominance, roughly shoving and shouldering each 
other as Nick passed. But at least Nick had been tripped up, slowed, the beast had lost his initial charge. But 
now he also possessed some broken knowledge of the night. 


Everything went quiet as Nick walked around the corner slowly, arms folded, not sure how to begin 


He didn't need whatever cryptic messages he got.. he would have sensed it.. once he'd gotten close enough to 


me. The dominate male can detect the presence of an intruder.. the competition touched his prized possession. 
Blixa felt Nick behind him, moving in slowly. His body stiffened involuntarily. He didn't exactly fear him, but.. 


"I just got half a dozen messages stating you were in some fucked up, fucking, fuck fest." Nick voice was low 


and wounded. He was shaking. 

"Blixa turned his head slightly. "No." 
"No? Then what was it? 

Blixa didn't answer. 

"Were men touching you?" 


"Yes." 


"And you were naked?" 

"Yes." 

"And people.. men.. had their hands all over you-" 

I'm not really in the mood to talk," Blixa snapped. "I want to take a shower." 

Incredible. Nick thought. He's mad at me! Why is he mad at me? Nick paced around the living room, running his 
fingers through his hair and trying to keep his calm. He ignored Mick who just stood watching the drama 
untold. 

"You need to help me understandl" Nick pleaded with open hands. 

"No, schatzi. | don't need to do anything." He turned around. 

Blue eyes met blue eyes. The wounded look in Blixa's eyes tore at his heart. 

He moved to embrace him, slowly, and Blixa allowed it. 

As Nick pulled their bodies close, Nick's face brushed against Blixa's neck; then he pulled back in horror. "What's 
that!?" Nick hooked a finger in his collar and pulled exposing the edge of a dark purple hickey. "What the fuck, 
Blixa, a hickey!" 

"Is not what you think!" Mick said stepping forward, 

Nick turned. "Hey, you can go home now!" 


Mick shook his head, arms still folded. "I'm not going anywhere." 


Immediately, Nick's anger flared. "I said piss of fl" He let go of Blixa to manhandle Mick out the door but Mick 


was ready and resisted hard 
"No, Nick! 

"Go make yourself usefull Go work on my album, for fuck's sake" 

"Im not leaving, until | know | can trust ... That you won't do anything harmful! 
'Harmfull" This stunned him. Hurt him to hear. 


Blixa slipped by, taking off his tie and unbuttoning his shirt. 


Nick followed with Mick on his tail 

‘lm taking a shower, gentlemen. Nothing to see here," Blixa said, but they both ignored him. 

In the bedroom just outside the bathroom door, Mick watched, unbelieving that Blixa would so casually strip 
naked in front of Nick, and only reveal more evidence of the night's activities. His body was covered in marks. 
Bites, hickeys and bruises covered his chest, torso and thighs. 

Nick starred, perplexed. 

"Why is the bed stripped?" Blixa asked. 

"Forget that, Blixa.." 

Mick folded his arms tight against his chest. It felt claustrophobic in their room together. He'd never been in 
Blixa's bedroom before. His pulse raced, afraid of what Nick might do. The taller man walked up slowly to Blixa, 
examining his skinny body. "My god, what happened?" he all but growled. 

Blixa shook his head. "YOU WERE SUPPOSED TO BE THERE... | already told you." 


Nick crouched down to examine his genitals. 


Mick had to turn away, unable to find any words to say. He had been a part of this thing, but he didn't know 
what was happening. The drugs still altered his perception. 


Finally Nick rose up and put his face very close to Blixa's. "Did anyone go inside you?" 

Blixa only stared at Nick and refused to answer. 

Nick leaned in, placing a hand beside Blixa's head. Wrestling with his demons, his emotions flying in all directions. 
Pulling back he stroked softly down Blixa's throat with a gentle touch. "Please, please tell me what happened?" 
He looked at Mick, desperate. "Can you tell me?" 


Mick shook his head. "| couldn't see properly. There were too many people in the way." 


Nick turned back to Blixa with such a wounded look on his face. But Blixa only retreated deeper into himself, 


then he closed his eyes. 
"Please." Nick begged, “Just tell me, did anyone..." 


Blixa focused all his attention on Nick's hand which had curled around the side of his throat, half caressing, 
half menacing. Nick's thumbs pressed just slightly below his adam's apple. His fingers were soft and cool, it 


might have been a loving gesture if not for the malevolence burning in Nick's eyes. The gesture send Blixa's 


heart racing. | will tell you nothing. He thought. You were not there and this is your punishment. 
| have a way of finding out, daling," Nick said in his ear. The other hand stroked up the side of his body. 
"Okay, Nick!" Mick snapped out of paralysis, taking a tentative step forward. "Let him take a shower." 


"You shut up! You asked to stay and watch, so you watch!" Nick let go of Blixa's throat to light a fresh 


cigarette. 

Why does Blixa just stay there? Mick turned away from view of his naked friend.. Nick rummaged through a 
drawer. Before Mick could respond, Nick backed him up until he stumbled into a chair against the far wall and 
handcuffed each wrist to the arms of the chair. 

"There you go, mate," Nick said through a dangling cigarette. 

"You gotta be shitting me." Mick looked up nervously. "Handcuffs, really Nick?" 

"You're gonna shut up and watch." Nick pointed two fingers in his face. 


Mick struggled, feeling felt like he'd been strapped to an electric chair. 


"I new those would come in handy, darling, | just never thought they'd be restraining Mick," Nick said with a 


chuckle. 


Blocking out Mick's struggles and pleads for release, he walked over to Blixa who leaned against the wall, looking 
like a bored man only mildly registered what was going on in the room. But then his eyes flicker it up on Nick, 


issuing a challenge, a silent understanding. 


This was a far better scenario than originally planned. More intimate. This would be the test for Nick to either 


pass or fail, and this would set the rules going forward. Blixa smiled. 


Looking at Blixa so relaxed while inside he was a tangled fucking disaster only sent his heart racing. Why did he 
have to be such a lunatic for this man? And what did he want from me? His eyes refocused on the marks 


left by the other men. He was impossiblel 


Had he wanted to be raped. Those marks...this was his territory and strangers had trespassed all over it... and 
Blixa had let it happen. He had a sickness in him. There was no other explanation, he wanted to be dominated, to 


be made someone's bitch. 


Fine, Nick thought.. turn me into a fucking monster. His desires had come raging back, demanding release, so if 


this was what Blixa wanted, he would get it. 


With gentle force Nick returned one hand to Blixa's throat, wrapped an arm around waist and lay him face 
down over the bed just feet from Mick's knees. 


God, this is a nightmare! Mick thought. How in the hell did | end up handcuffed to a chair, being forced to 
watch Nick and Blixa work out whatever problems they were having in the bedroom. | could get in one good kick 
at Nick. But lifting the weight of the chair behind me won't be easy... | can't believe this shit is really 
happening! 


The drug was still moving in his system, part of him wish this maybe would be just a crazy hallucination. 


"Please don't do this," Mick said. 
"You shush!" Nick said, maneuvering a compliant Blixa to the center of the bed. 


Mick's wrists hurt from where he'd kept struggled against his metal confines. Even as his panic rose at the 
prospect of witnessing Nick rape a complaint Blixa, he blushed that he was wearing handcuffs, handcuffs. 


"Please don't," Mick begged as Nick undid his pants. 


Why wasn't Blixa even fighting? He'd gone limp all over. Mick never imagined these two would actually be this 
sick in the head. 


Mick tried again closing his eyes. He didn't want to see Nick turned in a sexual predator any more than he 


wanted to see Blixa be brutalized. It didn't work. It felt too much like a car crash. There was no turning away. 
"Nicholas Edward Cave!" Mick yelled trying to muster all the authority he possessed 

"Shut up," Nick barked. "Before | stuff my dirty underwear in your trap. Or would you rather it be my cock." 
Stunned silence. 

Nick smiled. "That's better." 


Nick admired the bare body below him, just waiting to be taken Blixas breathing had become faster. He was 
excited and trembling, but oddly willing. This is what you wanted, baby.. 


It wasn't about violence, Nick felt instinctive because Blixa wasn't fighting. This was something else. And this 
was not there usual position He never put Blixa face down before. He traced one hand along his spine while ash 
sailed down from his cigarette, falling on the white skin 


He took his erection in his other hand and leaned in to whisper. "You ready baby? l'm going to fuck you and 
Mick going to watch. Is that what you wanted? Will that make you happy, you little fucking princess? | know 


you want To be coveted.. That is your secret desire, isn't it!" 


It was a test. Not between Nick and Blixa, but between Nick and himself. He put the cigarette in his mouth. 
Would he just be a brute? Or would he be man enough, artist enough, gentlemen enough to handle his mate 
properly, to lead them through this storm. 

Physically, he wanted to thrust in hard and rip his flesh apart, delve into his secrets. He was so attracted to 
him it was hard to think of anything else but the pleasure. He was like a precious jewel, but the closer he got, 
the more it receded. 


Somewhere in between gentleman and brute, Nick pushed himself in. 


Blixa cried out, squeezing his eyes shut tight. The pleasure of Blixa's body sent him to heights unknown and he 
gasped. 


"Oh God!" Mick turned away, then tried looking at the ceiling. 


Nick leaned down to give a kiss but Blixa was disconnected from him, turning away evading each kiss. The hurt 


reached him powerfully, Blixa's retreating. Always retreating. "Don't. Why do you do that..what's wrong?" 
He pushed harder, wanting a response, anything. “Just tell me, you little fucking princess." 

Blixa blurted out a muttered a mess of german. His body stiffened and he winced from the assault. 
"You make me crazy!" Nick wailed thrusting harder into him. 

"Stoop, Nick” Blixa struggled to get away. "There was no one else." 


Nick lowered himself down in self-loathing and self pity. He dragged his lips against the bare white skin. It was 
cold. "Really, darling? No one?" 


"No one." 


Nick held him still, planting his cheek against Blixa's back, listening to him breath. "I'm sorry. | don't want to 
hurt you." 


"s'ok," Blixa gasped, still trying to struggle forward. 


Carefully, Nick began a gentle thrust, his whole body trembling from the strength it took to hold back from 


going savage on him. He moaned, his cheek pressed still pressed against his back. 


Mick squirmed. This was equally unbearable.. and..surprise surprise really fucking arousing. No matter how 
far he turned his head to one side, he could now get image of Nick joined with Blixa out of his vision. He was 
just too close. Then there were the soft grunting noises they were making. He was glad Blixa was not going to 


get hurt but this was unbearable. 


Nick traced a finger along a couple scratch marks on Blixa's shoulder. Bending low, he kissed them. Something 


about this position was bothering him. It was so degrading. 


He withdrew slowly, pulled Blixa up higher on the bed and turned him over. This is what Nick really wanted and 
as he entered, he knew it was what liebling wanted too. Blixa pulled him down into a kiss with all the urgency of 
the first time they're made love. Blixa was pulling him in deeper. His eyes rolled back in bliss. This was their 


position 


Nick covered his mouth and face in kisses. He felt the emotions roll up, all the pent up frustration, all his 
mistakes, and Blixa was still here holding onto him, guiding him in deep. He wanted to cry. That pressure in his 
chest, that feeling his heart was being ripped at the seams from the sheer force of love... He said it... He said 


it before he even knew he was going to say it. "I love you, Blixa Bargeld! | love you." 


Reaching out through the pain and misery, he felt hands coming up to caress his head, fingers sinking into his 
hair. Blixa lifted Nicks head up off his neck to look at him, face to face, Blixa smiled and said, "I love you Too, 
my Nick. | love you completely." 


"Ich lieben dich?" Nick said pathetically, like a wounded child. 

Blixa smiled and nodded. 

Nick dissolved into a fit of uncontrolled tears. "Oh schatzi," Blixa said stroking and caressed the taller man. He'd 
handled the situation beautifully. “Thank you for calling me by my name," he whispered into Nick's ear, hoping 


to not hear the name ‘Christian’ uttered again. "| am your Blixa" He stroked and kissed the black hair he so 


loved. "I love you, Nick" 


